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ADALISA
“ A reyou sure you should be going to this?” Margery asks. “I just don’t know about
this whole speed dating thing. What if one of them falls in love with you "and then

murders everybody you come in contact with because they’re jealous?’

| laugh and shake my head. “Nothing like that is going to happen. Everybody gives a
fake name, and nobody knows your address. They don’t know your phone number.

You fill out a form as each person stops at your table, and then give it to the host.
They go through the information and if both of you are interested in each other,
they’ll email you and then you decide what you want to do next. Totally safe.”

It would be totally safe if | were actually going to the speed dating thing that was
happening tonight, but | wasn’'t. I'm actually going to a munch. A munch specifically
for people who have a somnophilia kink.

To say I’m nervous is an understatement.

But I'm also really excited to see where this takes me.

I’ ve read so many books with somnophiliainit, and it just calls to me.

It turns me on every single time, so | decided to finally take a step in the right
direction and go to a munch with like-minded people.

| know | won’'t be going home with anyone and actually doing it, but maybe | will



meet a couple of people who | vibe with.

Maybe then we can exchange phone numbers so we can get to know each other and
potentially do something in the future.

But | can't deny that if | feel a connection with someone tonight, I’m going to suggest
going back to my house.

“Still. It could be so dangerous. | just don’t want anything bad to happen to you.
What if somebody becomes obsessed with you? What are you going to do then?’
Margery worries.

“Then I'll go to the authorities. Y ou know |I’'m not afraid to go to them.

I’[l make sure to keep all the evidence, if there is any, and give it to the police.

But that isn't going to happen. This event has been going on for years, and they
aways make sure the people who participate are safe,” | explain, trying to ease

Margary’s concerns.

She's a sweet friend, but sometimes she can be over the top. | don’t want to be single
for the rest of my life.

“Maybe you should just try going on a dating website so | can follow you to the date
and make sure that you're okay.” Margarie stands behind me, doing my hair. “Or
maybe | can say no to my plans today and make sure you're okay. Tell me the
address?’

| shake my head and place my hand on top of hers.

“No. You aren’t skipping your date for me'.



You'refinally getting out into the dating world, and I’ m not about to let you stop.
It'stime; you need to doit. I'll be safe.

| promise.” | look at her reflection in the mirror.

“1 promise | will be extra careful tonight so you don’t have to worry. ”

“Maybe you should just wait.” An uneasy look crosses Margery’s face.

| sigh and shake my head once again. “I’m not going to wait.

I’m tired of reading about this. | want to experienceit.

So I'm taking matters into my own hands and doing it.

| know you don’t like it, but it’ s happening.

If you want, I'll text you when | get home.

We can’'t have our phones on while the speed dating is happening. ”

It's a big fat lie, but Margery doesn’'t need to know it. | can have my phone at the
munch, it is encouraged to have it in case you connect with someone. | don’t want to
be texting Margery every thirty minutes to ease her worries, though. I'm a grown

woman.

“I’m also turning my location off on my phone so you can’t follow me. Go have fun.
Y ou deserveto finaly be happy.” | turn around and look at Margery.

| didn't know Margery when the love of her life, Ethan, was in a horrific car crash



that killed him. Even years later, Margery still hasn’t gotten over it, and it breaks my
heart that she hasn’t moved on.

“You can't do that!” Margery glares at me.

“l can. | already have done. Now you'’re going to be late for your date, so leave. Go
have fun. I’'ll text you when | get home,” | shoo Margery away.

She sighs and nods. “Okay, | know when I’m not wanted. If you don’t text me before
midnight, | will have a search party out for you. Don’t think for a second | won’t
actually do it. Y ou mean too much to me for me not to.”

| crack asmile. “1 wouldn’t expect anything less.”

Nerves run through my body as | stand outside the bar.

Thisiswhere the munch is taking place.

| haven't let myself think too much beforehand, but right now, I’'m second-guessing
myself.

It'sasmaller bar, one that the organizer had rented out for the night.

| don’t want to think about how much it costs.

A thrill shoots through me when | realize it’ll only be people in there with the same
kink as me?

Should | actually be here? Have | thought this through well enough?

Just as | am about to turn around to leave, a hand comes to rest on the small of my



back. My whole body stiffensas | look over at the person next to me.

Gasping, I’m instantly mesmerized. He's about afoot taller than me with a beard. His
hair is et black with silver strands peppering it.

Fuck.

He' s hot.

My legs shake as | take in his beautiful green eyes that seem to captivate me like no
other has.

“Are you going to stand out here all night, or are you going to go in?’ he asks.

| lock my knees out, worried I’m going to become a pile of goo right in front of him
on the sidewalk. His voice is smooth and deep, making my panties dampen and my

pussy tingle.

He can talk to me any time he wants. Talk to me about anything and everything as
long as | get to hear his voice.

“Wh-what?’ | whisper, not hearing aword he said.

He turns toward me and gives me a dashing smile before gripping my chin between
his thumb and pointer finger. “Are you going to stand out here all night, or are you
going to go into the munch?’

“H-how did you know?’ | whisper.

Thisisn’'t like me. I'm not the shy and insecure type, but | am in front of him. | want
to drop to my knees and let him do anything he wants to me. | want him to take full



control, dominating me however he seesfit.

He raises an eyebrow, his hand still on the small of my back, almost possessively.
“How do | know you were going into the munch?’

| nod, not trusting my voice right now.

“It's rented out tonight for us. People who have the same common interests. ” His
voiceis gruff but smooth and calming.

“1 don’t think—" | start, but a gently push to my back has me stepping forward.

“1’ve watched you ook at it for the past five minutes. We're going in.”

Before | can get any words out or fight away from his touch, we are already at the
door. And before | know it, I'm inside. All eyes turn our way as the door shuts behind
us.

“Welcome!” A heavy set man walks toward us. “My name is Benji, and I’m hosting
tonight. We are just getting to know each other. Can the bartender get you anything to
drink?’

Words are stuck in my throat as | stare at Benji. | didn’t think | was going to get this
far, yet here | am. In the bar where the munch is happening with a random person
who encouraged me.

Benji moves on his feet, |ooking uncomfortable as the seconds go by.

“We'll both take a whiskey, neat, please,” the man beside me says. “Sorry about her,
she’sabit nervous.”



| turn my body toward him and glare. No one needs to know how nervous | am.

“Don’'t worry! Everyone is the first time they walk into a munch. Sometimes they’re
still nervous on the two-hundredth time. Don’t worry. Are you two together?’

11 NO’H I w.

“Yes,” my dark-haired companion says at the same time.

| don't even know his name and he's telling the host we are together. Who does he
think heis?

“She’smine.” He pulls meinto to his body, and | glare at him, annoyed.

Benji 1ooks between us, a smile blossoming on his face. “Your names?’ he asks and
then turns to the bartender and tells him our drinks.

“Matthias and Adalisa,” Matthias replies.

My whole body freezes as he says my name. How does he know my name? | didn’'t
introduce myself before. Have we met before and | just forgot? | shake my head.
Thereisno way | would forget someone who looks and talks like him.

Tall. Dark. Handsome. Dangerous .

He has this air about him that sends sparks up and down my body. Nerves run
through my body as | take him in. Excitement or weariness, | don’t know.

“My little Addy,” Matthias gently speaks, brushing his lips against mine. “We've
been together for a couple of years, and she still tries to fight me on it. | think she
likes me getting possessive, if you know what | mean.”



“Totally,” Benji replies.

My mouth hangs open as | stare at Matthias in utter shock. Is he for real right now?

“We felt like our sex life was getting a little boring. We both interested in this, so we
decided why not try it and meet some others,” Matthias explains. “We wanted to
spice things up alittle. Bring some excitement back.”

A huge smile breaks out across Benji’s face as he looks between us two, not at all
concerned by my shock. “Well, I'm glad you two came! Let me introduce you to
everyone.”

Matthias grabs our drinks, handing me mine before placing his hand on the small of
my back and pushing me forward alittle. | glare at him. | need to get away from him
and soon, but | can’t just leave right now without a reason. And if | do, he'll come
with me since he introduced us as a couple.

What is he thinking? How does he know my name?

Unease fills me the closer we get to the group. | push my concerns to the back of my
mind as we get closer to the small group of people.

“Thisis Adalisa and Matthias, they have decided they want to join us to spice things
up,” Benji explains as he sits beside a woman. “This is Morgan, Flynn, Rye, and
Kirra”

| wave but stay close to Matthias, not liking all of their eyes on me. I’ve never felt
comfortable with so many people looking at me at once.

“You're okay,” he whispers in my ear before turning to everyone. “So nice to meet
all of you guys.”



We both sit beside next to each other.

“How did you two meet?’ Morgan asks as she leans forward. “You look so good
together. The perfect couple.”

Morgan and Kirra look exactly the same with short, brown hair in a pixie cut, side
bangs, and hazel eyes.

“Yes, we're twins,” Kirraresponds. “We' ve got this whole thing on with another set
of twins. It's so hot and totally worth it. No jealousy between us.”

| blink several times, processing her words. They are twins dating twins.

“Enough about us. | want to know how you two met,” Morgan insists. “Come on,
don’t be shy now.”

“We met at the bookstore Adalisa works at,” Matthias offers, and my whole body
locks up again as | stare at him both in shock and alittle bit of fear.

He knows more about me than | like. Have | met him before when | was really busy
and didn’t realize? | would have remembered what he looked like since he is so hot. |
would have stopped to admire him. So does that mean he' s been stalking me?

“1 was walking by and saw her and knew she was the one for me. So | walked in and
said | was looking for a book that | couldn’t remember the name of or who the
author’ s name.

| could only remember the basics,” Matthias explains.

“1 wanted to spend as much time with her as | could, and it was the only way | knew
she would give me achance.”



My mouth falls open. | remember a guy his height and stature came in to look for a
book. | remember that interaction, but | don’t think it was Matthias. They look totally
different.

“What happened next?’ Kirraasks. “Don’t leave us hanging.”

“Girls, they obviously got together,” Flynn says, rolling his eyes. “Let them breathe.”

Matthias chuckles and takes a sip of his drink before looking down at me, his eyes
twinkling.

The heat in his gaze makes me feel like I’'m hisworld and everything revolves around
me.

Tears pool in my eyes, and | don’t know if it’s because I'm scared or if he seems to
be telling the truth about wanting to spend time with me.

“Shh, you're okay,” he whispers. “Everything is going to be al right with me. I’ll
keep you safe.”

But will he keep me safe from him ? “What a precious moment,” Morgan whispers.
“Sheis getting teary-eyed with him just talking about how they met.”

“She helped me find the book, and obvioudly, | bought it. | came back a week later,
trying to find a different book. This time | remembered the title, so it didn’t look too
weird.

After that, | asked her out,” Matthias continues.

“She said no, but | wasn’t going to give up.



| knew what | wanted, and it was her. She is my everything, and | love her. ”
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ADALISA

| suck in abreath as | look at him with, wide-eyed. Everything he said is completely
true, but they with different men. All the same height, but they all looked different.
That was al him?

Matthias looks at me with so much passion in his eyes, knocking the right out of my
lungs. We stare into each other’ s eyes for several seconds, getting lost in each other. |
should be running and screaming for him to leave me alone and stay away from me,
but | don’t.

“That is so sweet,” Kirra finally speaks, her voice soft and high pitch. “You can tell
how in love you guys are with each other. | hope to find that with someone one day.”

“Aren’t you with the twins?’ | ask, turning away from Matthias.
His hand rests around my waist, pulling me half off my chair and into his body.

“Do you guys mind if Adalisa sits on my lap?’ Matthias asks before Kirra can
respond.

“Go ahead!” Rye's deep voice fills the bar. “If Monica were here, she would be
sitting on my lap, but she had to work tonight and wanted me to meet some others.”

Before | can say anything, Matthias lifts me and places me on his lap. My eyes are
wide as | stare a Kirra, who is sitting across from Matthias. | try to push myself off
his lap, but his arm wraps around my waist, keeping mein place.



“Beagood girl and stay where Daddy put you,” he growlsin my ear.

| lock up as he calls himself Daddy. | never thought | would find it hot to hear a guy
call himself Daddy, but hearing him utter those words makes me melt in his body, my
pussy begging to be touched by him.

Margery has a Daddy kink, she told me when she was drunk and made me promise |
wouldn't tell anyone else. | didn’t think | would like it, those words turned me off,
but hearing Matthias say it in his deep voice changes that for me.

| close my eyes and take a deep breath, trying to calm myself. This is not the time or
place to get turned on. Especially as | don’'t know Matthias, and somehow he knows
too much about me. | need to keep my head on a swivel and make it out of tonight
alivelike | promised Margery.

“Good girl,” he purrs, nipping at my ear.

Pleasure courses through my body, and | suck in a breath. Bad body for reacting to
this, | scold myself. | need to get agrip on myself.

“You guys are just perfect for each other,” Kirra excitedly says. “You can see it
written across both your faces. The love between you. Goals honestly. Super goals.”

If only they knew. Yes, | do feel a spark between us, the instant connection, but that
could just be my pussy talking.

That girl has not been satisfied by a hunk of aman Matthiasisin along time.

She is begging me to take him home and let him have his way with us,

| grip his pants at the thought. | need to keep my mind off him and what | want him to



do to me.

It cannot go there, not unless | want to lose myself and never feel the same again.

Because | know once | have sex with Matthias, no one else is going to compare to
him.

Nothing.

“What's my baby thinking?’ he growls. “Are you thinking about all the things I'm
going to do to you when we leave?’

| shake my head, not trusting my voice.

“lI don't likelies, Little Bit,” He tightens his arm around me.

“Don’t they just ook so perfect together?’ Kirraasks.

“You can stop talking about them like they aren’t here,” Morgan chuckles. “Though,
| don't think they’ve heard a word we've said. They ook like they’re in their own
world.”

“Sorry guys,” | apologize, shrugging. “Matthias didn't want to come tonight, but |
made him. While he is on board with this, he doesn’t want a lot of people to know.
He gets very shy.”

“You'll pay for that.” Histeeth graze my ear again.

| squirm in his lap, knowing full well | will pay for it. But maybe thereisaway | can
get out of it. Aslong as he doesn’t come home with me, I’ m okay.



“How did you learn about somnophilia?’ Rye asks. “My wife discovered it in a book
a couple of years ago. Kept reading about it. About a year ago, she finally told me
about it. We've hang out at different munches in the area to be around like-minded
people.”

“Yeah, Adalisa, how did you learn about it?" Matthias asks, putting me on the spot.
Everyone's eyes turn to me, and | suck in a breath, hating every second of their
attention. | thought | would stay in the background tonight, talk to a couple of people,
but not be the main attraction.

| was so wrong.

“I found out about it in books, too. Whenever | have free time at the store, | read.
Someone recommended a book, and | felt connected to it somehow,” | explain,
leaving out that I’ ve never actually done it before.

| know | may end up hating it if | ever experience it, but somehow | don’t think | will.
It's adeep longing | have but that could also be my pussy talking, begging me to find

someone to take care of her.

“You will love my wife.” Rye smiles. “You’'ll have to let me know where you work
so | can tell her. Maybe she can visit you there and then spend all my money.”

“You love it when she spends your money.” Kirra rolls her eyes. “Don’'t even
pretend. Y ou encourage her to.”

“Guilty, but | have to make it look like | care every oncein awhile,” Rye chuckles.

| stay silent, letting them take control of the conversation. Maybe Rye will forget he
asked me at the end of the night, so | won’'t have to let him know.



“1 found out from one of the twins,” Morgan explains. “Never even heard of it before
him; I’'m glad | took the chance on it. Best thing ever. | have is abracelet to show him
if I'm okay with it that night or not. Which, honestly, is almost every single night.”

“1t can be weird waking up in the middle of the night to sex noises. We'veinvested in
soundproofing in every room since we discovered it,” Kirra grimaces. “I don’t mind
the noises, but then realizing that it's my sister kind of freaks me out. She would

agree.

| giggle at the thought. | don’t have any siblings, but if | did, | wouldn’t want to hear
any of them at it.

“Doing it now so that when we have kids, they won't hear us and come running into
the room asking what’s going on,” Morgan says. “Thinking about the future as well.
Not trying to scar our children.”

How thin are their walls? They have to be really thin if they are already complaining
about it. | can’'t imagine having kids right now. Life isjust starting for me, and while
| want kids in the future, they are forever. | don’'t think I’m ready to have them yet.

“When we built our house, we soundproofed every room,” Benji says. “Best decision
we ever made. It costs extra, but it helps a lot down the line. Then you don’t have to
be quiet when you have anyone else in the house. As long as you keep the doors and

windows shut.”

“Hopefully, we won’'t be in too much of a hurry and forget to close do that,” Kirra
chuckles.

Matthias pats my thigh, and | look back at him. “Y es?’

“Timeto go,” he says, leaving no room for arguments.



Matthias helps me stand, and everyone looks at us. | lean back into him, not liking the
attention on us once again. It’s like Matthias is a magnet to having everyone's focus
on him. Does he ever get tired of it?

“We are sadly going to have to go home. Tomorrow is a busy day for us, and while
we're having fun, | need to get Little bit into bed.” Matthias wraps his arm around
me.

“Did you just hear what he called her? Little bit. Why can’t Dale call me that?’ Kirra
whines. “It’s so sweet and so disgusting at the same time.”

| tense up at her words.

“She doesn’t mean anything bad by it,” Morgan quickly says. “ She hates pet names,
but she also loves them. Her ex-boyfriend used to call her a pet name, one she didn’t
like, and kind of ruined them for her.”

“You don't haveto tell everyone about that,” Kirra huffs out.

“Then maybe you shouldn’'t say it's sweet and disgusting in the same sentence,”
Morgan shoots back. “Then maybe | won't have to explain why you are insulting
them.”

Kirrarolls her eyes, and Matthias pulls me into his side.

“Please, come again. We'll have another munch next month. We would love to see
you.” Benji stands and shakes Matthias' hand. “Hopefully you guys will be able to
stay longer and mingle. Next time we'll have more of the regulars here, so you can

meet other people.”

“Thank you,” | whisper as Matthias pulls me toward the door.



As soon as we get outside, | yank my hand from his and glare, not caring if anyone
sees us through the window. They shouldn’t be able to hear anything from inside.

“Who areyou?’ | ask, taking a step back from him.

“Matthias,” hereplies.

“How do you know who | am?’ | fold my arms over my chest and stand with my
shoulders square.

It's so hard to be mad at him when he is so sexy, looking at me like he wants to
devour me. | can’t think about that, not if | want answers.

Matthias doesn’t answer my question but takes a step forward instead. My heart rate
picks up as| retreat, not wanting him any closer than he aready is. Thisis dangerous.
| can’'t think clearly when heis so close to me.

“Adalisa LeAnn Johnson,” he whispers, his face inches from mine.

My mouth falls open, my eyes going wide as | stare at him. “Wh-what?’ | whisper.
“How d-do you know my full name?’

He smiles. “I know alot about you.”

Palms sweating, | look around us to find a means of escape, but everything is on the
other side of him. Unless | turn around and make arun for it, but | have afeeling he's
going to catch me quickly.

“Don’t even think about it,” he takes another step toward me. “You run and I'll chase

you.



“N-no.” | don’'t believe him at all.
“Oh, Little bit. You run, and I’'ll definitely chase you. | love a good chase,” he purrs.
“Turns me on and makes me rock hard. If you want to test it out, turn and run. | dare

you.”

Everything in me wants to seeif he’ stelling the truth, but | stop myself.
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“You want to.” He leans in and kisses my forehead. “Y ou want to turn and run for
me, but something’s holding you back. People? | have somewhere private we can
play cat and mouse if you want.”

| open and close my mouth several times, too stunned to actually speak. | never
thought | would find someone who would speak to my soul, but Matthias is doing
that very thing. Where was he a while ago when | was giving up on anything like
this?

Shaking my head, | take a step back. | can't be thinking about how perfect he is for
me. | can’t when he literally knows so much about me. Technically, I’ve never met

him before. Do | have a stalker?

“1 can see those wheels turning in your head. Give in. Run,” he eggs me on. “Come
on. Run for me, let those wings fly.”

| tilt my body to the right, getting ready to dash away from him.

“Fly away, but don’t get used to it. Once | catch you, I'll clip those pretty wings so
you stay near me.” Hisfinger trails down my left arm, making me till.

“N-no,” | stutter out, cursing in my head for showing weakness.

Matthias isn’t the type to show weakness to. Not when he could use it for anything,
and | wouldn’t have a clue until it istoo late.

“Not going to run for me?’ Matthias asks. “Too bad. | was looking forward to a good



chase and then fucking you later. Making you sleep in my bed. | would wake you up
with my mouth on you. Or maybe | would just dlip right in because you're always
going to be wet for me, aren’t you?’

| don’t say anything.

“You're wet for meright now, aren’t you?’ He cocks his head to the side.

| let out a shaky breath, keeping silent, and a smirk tugs on his face.

“Oh, Little bit,” he murmurs. “You think keeping quiet will keep you safe? You're
wrong. So wrong, but that’s okay. I'll just have to show you.”

Before | even realize he's moved, Matthias has me turned around, his arms wrapped
around my waist as he holds me flush against him.

“You feel so good against me,” he moans. “Just think about me inside of you. Feeling
you clench around me as | pound into your tight pussy.”

My thighs clench together as arousal floods me. Everything in me wants to beg him
to do just that. But | shouldn’t, not when he’s throwing up red flags like he's bidding
on something he desperately wants.

No.

Matthias is dangerous. | don’t need that, and | especially don't need to bring it into
my life and the people around me.

| can't let that happen.

“1 think you like that.” He runs his teeth along my neck. “1 think you like the thought



of me pounding into you, showing you who's boss and how much pleasure | can
bring to you.”

| shake my head dightly.

“Lies. Do you know what naughty girls get?’ he asks.

| shake my head again, not trusting my mouth to betray me.

“Naughty girls get atrip over Daddy’s lap,” he murmurs. “They get a spanking, but
then all isforgiven.”

My legs start to shake, threatening to buckle underneath me. | shouldn’t be attracted
to him and the things he is saying, but everything in me is pushing me toward

Matthias.

“1 think you'll like that, too, but we won’t know until we try it. Do you want to try it
tonight?’ he asks, his arm tightening around my body.

“N-no,” | stutter as| push against histhick arms. “I need to go home.”

“Hmm, Daddy didn't say you could go home yet. Do you want to give our new
friends a show? Show them how deeply in love we are?’

It's like cold water splashes over me. “1 don’t love you.”
“But you will,” he whispersin my ear. “You' |l love me soon enough.”
“No, | won't. | don’t want anything to do with you. | don’t want to be near you right

now. | need to go home.” | push at his hold again, trying to break free, but he doesn’t
budge. “ Are your arms made out of steel?’



He chuckles but keeps hold of me.

“Let me go or I'm going to scream for help. Someone will hear,” | force out as | claw
at hisarms.

“No oneisgoing to stop me,” he grits out in frustration.

| look around and realize he's right. No one is out here to help us, and the people
inside the bar aren’'t paying us any attention. They are in their own world and think
wearein love.

“I’ll get away from you and call the police,” | threaten.

| need to get out of his arms and far enough away to have time to call the police.
That’ s the only problem I’'m facing right now.

“The police won't do anything for you,” he growls. “They’ll see me and turn the
other way like they didn’t see athing.”

Dread fills my stomach, and | push at his arms even harder.

“But I’'m feeling generous tonight,” he drawls. “Tonight... tonight I’'ll let you go
home without me, but sooner rather than later, you'll realize you are mine, you will
always be mine. You and | were made for each other, and there will never be atime
when you don'’t think about me.”

| scoff and turn when he lets me go. “Don’t flatter yourself. | won't ever think of you
again.

He smirks and folds his arms over his chest. | lick my lips at the sight of his muscles.
The things he could do to me with his arms are infinite. | never thought | would be a



forearm girl, but looking at Matthias' makes me weak at the knees.

“You'll think of me every minute.” Matthias gives me a knowing look. “You'll think
of me so much that you'll wear the bracelet to show me you want me to fuck you
while you sleep.”

| chuckle. “I don’t own any bracelets to wear.”

“You’ ve been wearing one al night.” He points at my arm and raises an eyebrow.

L ooking down, my mouth hangs open when | realize thereis a bracelet on my wrist, a
simple silver, chain-linked band.

“Wear that when you go to bed and you'll find yourself waking up with me inside
you, giving you the best pleasure you' ve ever had,” he purrs.

“No way. This is coming off when | get home, and I'll be putting it in the trash. |
won't ever think of you again. Get that through your thick skull aready.” | roll my

eyes, turn around, and start to walk off.

A heavy swat lands on my bottom, and | yelp, spinning around and glaring at
Matthias.

“You did not just spank me,” | accuse him.

“Don’t you ever roll your eyes at me again,” he growls.

Without replying, | turn and leave, not giving him the time of day. “If | want to roll
my eyes at you, | can and will. You can’'t do anything about it.”

“We'll see about that, Little bit,” he callsout as | get further away from him.
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L ikel told Matthias, | took the bracelet off as soon as | got home, but | couldn’t find
it in me to throw it away. It was a redlly pretty, silver bracelet. Something | would
pick out for myself if | saw it in ajeweler’s window.
How does he know that’swhat | liked?
After rolling my neck to get rid of the tension in it, | scoff and sit in a chair. |

wouldn’t be surprised if Matthias has been following me for months and months,
finding everything about me that he could.

Freaky.

Terrifying.

| should be scared and going to the police, but | can’'t bring myself to. There is just
something about him that makes me want to get to know him more. There is a pull
between us.

| haven't seen Matthias since the munch, three days ago. Part of me is disappointed |
haven’'t seen him again, but the other part of me is grateful. I’ve tried so hard to get
him out of my head. Though, like he said, | think about him constantly.

Infuriating.

Annoying.



How did he know | would think about him al the time? Was it a lucky guess, or did
he put something in my drink that night that makes me think about him so much? He
couldn’t possibly have done that. There is nothing you can put in someone’s drink to
do that.

But somehow the thought of himisfirmly stuck in my brain.

| think about him constantly. Every single time | do, | get frustrated with myself.
How do | get him out of my head? Every single thing reminds me of him, especially
at work, where | met him several times without knowing it.

“Still thinking about the speed dating?’ Margery asks.

| look over at Margery and nod. “ Sadly.”

“It went that badly?’ She sits down next to me at the counter.

It went that badly but at the same time, it went amazingly. | felt comfortable around
Matthias until he told me everything he knew about me to the people at the munch.

“Adalisa? Margery asks. “Are you all right? Did something happen that we need to
notify the police about?’

“No, we don't need to call the police,” | gently reply. They won't be able to do
anything.

| don’t know who Matthias is, but he has a bad boy aura about him. Him telling me
the police will pretend like they saw nothing is running around my head. Who could

he be that is so terrible that the police don’t want to get involved?

Unless he is paying them to stay out of his business. They would if he paid them



enough.

“It went how | thought it was going to go. It was okay during times, and other times |
was horrified,” | reply honestly. “Some things shocked me. | know they shouldn’t,
but they did.”

Now I’'m lying. But | don’'t need Margery to worry about me, not when she is starting
finally forget about Ethan. She should have done that a long time ago, but she really
loved him.

“If any of them follow you or harass you in any way, let me know. We can go to the
police. I’ ve gotten to know one of them really well since Ethan died. He was there for

me when | needed someone,” she whispers.

“1 think he just wants to get with you,” | point out and instantly regret it. “ Shit. Sorry,
| shouldn’t have said that. It was uncalled for and rude of me.”

Margery chuckles and shakes her head. “Y ou think | didn’t know that already?

He was making some pretty obvious advances toward me.

I’ ve told him no several times, and he stopped.

He was there for me in the end. | haven’t talked to him in years, but | know he still
works there. He will listen to you.”

| raise my hand. “1 don’'t need to talk to him. Nothing is going on. Everything is fine,
| promise.”

Another lie.



| hate lying to her, but | don’t need her to worry about me. Not when she is finaly
coming out of her shell. | don't need her to retreat when she finds out someone has
been to our workplace and has been following me.

That will freak her out.

“If it changes, you tell me right away.” Margery points a finger at me. “1 don’t want
anything to happen to you. Not when you are the only person | like in this city.”

“1 thought you liked Ethan’s sister, Bonnie?’ | ask.

“1 haven't talked to her in eighteen years.

We were friends, and | loved her, but she’s probably forgotten about me by now.

" Margery looks down at her hands. “| want to talk to her again, but | don’t want her
to remember Ethan and it make her sad.

| don’t know if shewould, but | also don’t want to trigger her if sheisn’t ready. ”
“It’ s been eighteen years,” | repeat.

Her shoulders slump. “Eighteen years, and yet it feels like yesterday. | don’t know
how she’s feeling, but she was alot closer to him than | was, and | wasreally close to

him.

If | can't look at myself in the mirror without thinking about Ethan, | don’t want to
think about what Bonnie is going through. ”

| sigh. “Shit. I'm sorry. | shouldn’t have said it like that. Eighteen years is a long
time, but you lost someone you thought you were going to spend the rest of your life



with. | shouldn’t have said that.”

She gives me asmall smile. “It's okay. | know what you meant. I’m not mad. It' s just
hard sometimes.”

Now | feel like a jerk for saying that. I’ve never lost anyone like Margery has, yet
I’ ve just insulted her for taking so long to get over him.

“No, it's not okay. | shouldn’t have done that. It was insensitive of me.” | hold my
hand in theair. “I really shouldn’t have said that. I'm sorry.”

“It'sokay, Adalisa. | promiseit’s okay.

| know you didn’t mean it badly. It has been eighteen years, and while some people
might be over it and only grieve the person for a short time, I’m not there yet.

| think about him constantly. The love we had for each other was like nothing I've
ever encountered before, and I’'m sad | may never be able to feel that again.

" She gives me a small smile. “But | have to have faith that | might, or my life is
going to be pretty depressing.”

| grab Margery’s hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. “You will find love again, |
promise. There is someone out there for you. Someone you will love as much as you
loved Ethan. Will they replace him? No, but they will stand right next to him in your
heart.”

Margery wipes away tears from her eyes. “1 hope so.”

The bell rings, signaling we have a customer.



“Welcome! If you need anything, let us know. We'll gladly help you.” Margery raises
her voice.

“Isthere an Adalisawho works here?’ aman calls out.

My whole body freezes as | look up. Is Matthias here? He can’t possibly be; that isn’t
his voice. Whenever | think back to helping those guys, | remember their voices were
the same.

“She'sright here,” Margery says for me. “What can we help you with?’

“1 have a package for her.” The delivery man walks over to us and holds out a small
package.

| take him in, trying to find similarities with Matthias, but he doesn’'t look anything
like him. He's much shorter than Matthias.

“Thank you,” | gently reply, grabbing the package.

| look down at the box in my hand, not wanting to open it here. | know it's from
Matthias.

“Who's it from?’ Margery asks once the courier leaves.

“An old friend,” | lie. “I wasn't expecting this for another week. | thought it was
coming to my house, not work.”

“Isit something bad?’

| shake my head. “No, it'snot.” Another lie.



“Well, open it then,” Margery urges me. “Open it and show mewhat it is.”

| hold it against my chest. “I don't think | want to right now. It's really private if |
remember correctly. He wouldn’t want me to show it to anyone else.”

“What is so private? Is it his semen? Or maybe some dick pictures?” Margery
chuckles. “It can’'t be that private.”

| have no ideawhat it is, and that worries me. What is Matthias sending me now?

“Come on, | promiseif | ever meet this friend that | won't tell anyone. You can trust
me.” She winks.

“1 do trust you, but I don’t want to betray his confidence.” | look at her.

“Did hetell you that you couldn’t show anyone?’ Margery asks.

“No, hedidn’t,” | sigh.

“So, open it. You may want me near you in case you get emotiona,” Margery
suggests.

Taking a deep breath, | rip open the package and nearly drop the contentsiif it weren't
for Margery holding my hands up.

“A bracelet?” Margery questions. “There is nothing special or embarrassing about
that. Unless there is some hidden meaning behind it.”

It isn't just any bracelet. It’'s the bracelet | took off the night of the munch and left on
my nightstand next to my bed.



“Oh! There'sanote!” Margery squeals, picking up the piece of paper before | can.

“No!” | raise my voice, but it istoo late.

“Oh,” she whispers as she readsiit.

Worry churnsin my stomach as | stare at her. What could he have possibly written in
there for her to just say, “Oh?’

Isit something bad? Naughty? Stalkery?

“Giveittome,” | demand, holding my hand out.

Margery hands me the note, and | quickly read it.

Matthias

Y ou left this on your nightstand. | want you to wear it when you go out. Protection.
Wear it at night if you want me to know.

“An old friend who you left your bracelet at his house?” Margery asks. “Is there
something more with him? What aren’t you telling me?’

| open and close my mouth several times as | stare at the note. What am | supposed to
say?

“Adalisa? Margery gently touches my arm. “Are you okay? Do you need to go
home? You know | can look after the shop if you need to leave. I've been here
severa times on my own. No one has to know you went home early.”

| shake my head. “No, | don’t need to go home. I'm just alittle shocked.”



“How?’

“I didn’'t think | left it at his house,” | whisper. “I thought | had misplaced it at mine.”

All alie, another one | will need to stay on top of. How am | going to tell her the
truth? | can’t ever, not unless | want her to look at me like I’'m crazy and completely
out of my mind for not going to the police when | first met Matthias.

“1 swore | left it on my nightstand, but | couldn’t find it,” | mumble, lying even more.

“What does he mean it will protect you? Do you have some kind of kinky stuff going
on with him?’ Margery asks.

| stare at her with wide eyes. Her question immediately pulls me out of my shock.

“No!” | shout. “We don’t and we never will. We are just friends. | don't want any
more with him.”

We aren’t even friends, but he knows me better than my best friend.

“Why don’t you want anything else with him?’ Margery asks. “If he cares about you
this much, you should go with it. It's time you found someone who loves you for

you.

If only she knew the truth, she wouldn’t be saying those things. But she doesn’t; she
can't.

“It's complicated,” | mumble. “ Everything is complicated with him.”

“You can talk to me about it if you want. I’'m a good listener.” Margery places her
hand on my shoulder.



“1 don't really want to talk about it, but thank you. | appreciateit.” | smile at her.

| look down at the bracelet, running my fingers over it. It's my style, and | want to
wear it, but | don't want to give Matthias the satisfaction of knowing I am. | don't
want him to think | have any interest in him.

| can’t.

“Well, put it on,” Margery urges me. “Did he buy the bracelet for you, or did you just
leaveit at his house?’

“He bought it for me.” | can’t help but tell her the truth.

“He knows you well. Simple and elegant. Wear it so you don’t lose it. Then, when
you get home, you can put it away safely if you don’'t want to wear it anymore,”
Margery suggests. “But if you don’t want to, we can put it in the safe until you
leave.”

| bite my lip, looking down at the bracelet once more. “No, I'll wear it until | get
home.”
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Sitting on my bed, | stare at the bracelet on my wrist. Should | take it off or leave it
on? There’'s no way he’s going to come by my house to see whether I’'m wearing it or

not before | go to bed.

| groan in frustration as | grab it. | shouldn’t want this. | shouldn’t want any of this,
but here | am, contemplating it.

“No,” I mumble, ripping the bracelet off and placing it on my nightstand.

Standing up, | walk out of my room and toward the kitchen. There is no reason for
me to even consider wearing it to bed.

But it’syour fantasy , my brain whispers.

| grip the kitchen counter as | take a deep breath. It is my fantasy, but | shouldn’t
want it with Matthias. | don’t know him.

But you don’t need to know him right now. That can come later. Y ou feel safe around
him , my brain continues.

“Stop,” | mumble. “Just stop. | know | feel comfortable around him, but he knows so
much about me. Things | haven't told anyone. He knows too much and | know

nothing about him.”

After getting a glass from the cabinet, | fill it with tap water and guzzle it down.



Hopefully, thiswill calm me enough that 1’1l be able to go to bed.

| have to work tomorrow, and | don’t need to think about Matthias anymore.

When | finish the water, | head back to my room, taking my clothes off, and sit on the
edge of my bed, my eyes landing on the bracel et.

Without thinking, | pick up the bracelet and put it on. Maybe someone else will know
what this bracelet means and come give me pleasure in the middle of the night. |
scoff at that thought. The only person who knows what this bracelet means is
Matthias.

“Nothing is going to happen,” | tell myself as | crawl under the blankets and fall
asleep.

“Shhh,” someone whispers. “Everything is okay. Daddy is going to take good care of

you.

| sigh as my right leg is moved, draping over someone or something.

“Such agood girl for me. Wearing that bracelet like | told you to,” he mumbles. “My
good girl.”

Fingers trail to my breasts, gently massaging them. | moan, my head tilting back and
hitting something warm.

“I’ve got you,” the man whispers again. “Just relax for me.”

Whimpering, | try to move my hand to hold his and bring it back to my breasts, but
he quiets me. | want pleasure, and he was making me feel so good.



His hands trail down my stomach and straight toward my mound.

“Did you shave for Daddy?’ he asks.

| nod, my eyesstill closed as | let my dream play out.

“Such a good girl for Daddy,” he purrs as his fingers dip into my passage. “Always
such agood girl.”

My thighstry to close as pleasure courses through me, but with how he positioned my
right leg, | can’t. His fingers continue to slowly thrust in and out of me, building up
my orgasm again.

“Please,” | beg, trying to move my hips so he goes deeper. “Please.”

His fingers leave me, and | whine. “Y ou don’t get to move.”

| keep my hipsstill, needing him to give me all the pleasure he wants.

“Such a good girl. Stay still while Daddy slides into you.” His words come out as he
takes my ear between histeeth. “Y ou're so wet for me, just perfect.”

He moves a little behind me, and he slowly starts to slide into me. My mouth falls
open, a moan escaping as | stretch around him.

“Pl-please,” | clench around him as he settlesinside of me. “Move.”
He hums. “I think | might stay like this for alittle while,” he murmurs. “Let you feel

me inside of you, but not give you any pleasure. Show you who isin charge, who will
aways bein charge.”



“No, please. | promise,” | whisper.

He slowly pulls out before pushing back into me at a painstakingly slow pace. My
eyes flutter open as the tingles race through me. The darkness of my room is the first
thing | see. | blink several times as he continues to thrust into me.

“Ma-Matthias?’ | whisper.

“Shh, it's me, Little bit,” he moans into my ear. “Y ou wore the bracelet for me. Such
agood girl.”

| move my leg, giving him better access to me as he continues to push in and out of
me. Clenching around him, my head falls back as the tension builds in my core.

“Please,” | mewl.

Without warning, he flips me onto my front, raises my hips, and starts thrusting into
me with force.

“Matthias,” | cry out, pushing my hips back.

He picks up his pace as his hand wraps around my waist, his fingers finding my clit
as he continues to pound into me. My head drops to the bed as | fist the sheets, his
fingers pressing my clit, moving in acircular motion.

“Come whenever you want,” Matthias groans.

My hand moves to my breast, cupping it as he continues to assault my clit with his
fingers. Moaning, | clench around him as | push my hips back, wanting him to go in

deeper.



“Come for me,” he commands as he pinches my clit, pushing me over the edge as he
thrusts into me.

Screaming, | come apart around him. He follows suit with ayell of pleasure. | let the
euphoria flow through me as he sowly thrust into me while the aftershocks hit me.

Matthias carefully pulls out of me, and | fall onto my side, taking a deep breath in as
my body tries to come down from what he just did to me.

“Such a good girl,” he praises me, wrapping an arm around my body. “I'll be right
back.”

| mumble unintelligibly, my eyes closing as | feel him get off the bed. Where is he
going? Why is he leaving so soon after he gave me the best orgasm I’ ve ever had?

“Matthias?’ | attempt to turn my body to see where he went, but sleep weighs my
body down, keeping me in place. “Matthias?’

The sound of the faucet running fills my ears, and my eyebrows pull together. What
could he be doing with water?

“I’'m right here,” he whispers. “I just went to get a washcloth for you.”

| hum and let him take care of me. | can be embarrassed about it tomorrow when I'm
fully awake. This is the first time I've had someone clean me up after sex, and it's
kind of nice not having to do it myself.

“I"ve got you,” he murmurs. “Just let Daddy take care of you.”

And that’s exactly what | let Matthias do: take care of me. He's gentle as he rubs the
warm washcloth over my core and thighs, making sure to get every crevice.



“Such agood girl for me,” he praises. “Do you need to pee?’

“No,” I whine, not wanting to get up from the comfort of my own bed.

“l think you should,” his hand is on my hip. “Come on. Let's get you to the
bathroom.”

| lay there, limp as he tries to pick me up. If he's going to make me go, I’'m going to
make it difficult for him. He' s going to have to do all the work. | don’t want to, even
though | know | should. | just want to lie in bed and fall back asleep after having sex
with him for thefirst time.

My eyes go wide.

Shit .

| flail my arms like a madwoman as | get out of his arms, pushing myself to the edge
of the bed where it connects with the wall, staring at Matthias.

“You areredly here,” | whisper, not taking. my eyes off him.

Shit .

| just had sex with him. | didn’'t think he was actually going to see my bracelet and
come in, but deep down, | knew it was a possibility.

“Yes, | am.” He smiles. “We just had sex.”

“You brokein,” | say in disbelief. “I locked my doors and windows.”

He sits at the edge of the bed, gazing at me like I’m his prey. | am. He has his eyes set



on me, and there is nowhere for me to go. | can't try to run to the door because |
would have to get past him.

He' stoo fast for that.

“You did lock it, but you really need new locks and a security system to keep you
safe,” hetells me.

“1t was far too easy to get into your house. No deadbolt on any of your doors. Do you
know how dangerous that is? Anyone with a motive could get into your house and do
anything to you. Y ou sleep like the dead.”

“Likeyou did?’ | look at him like he's crazy.

He makes a tsking sound with his mouth. “No, not me. Why, do you think I’ ve got
bad intentions?’

| keep my mouth shut. | know he's got bad intentions. With the aura he gives off and
then breaking into my house. Let's not forget him knowing things about me that |
haven't told anyone and dressing up like other people to come into my workplace.
Those are not normal things for a person to do.

“Cat got your tongue?’ he chuckles. “I’m not a good man. I'm the stuff of people’'s
nightmares, but for you, you don’t need to be afraid of me, little bit. Nothing bad is
going to happen to you.”

| want to believe him, but I'm having a hard time.

“Wh-what do you do?’ | whisper, not knowing if | want to know the answer or not.
“H-how did you break into my house?’



“It was quite simple. Y our window doesn’'t lock, even if you think it does. The latch
doesn’t sedl. It was easy to pop it right open, but no one would know that unless they
were through your window,” he says nonchalantly. “But no one is going to do that.
That’s my pleasure and my pleasure alone.”

My mouth hangs open as | stare at him. “H-how long h-have you been watching me?’

He looks into the distance, but for some reason, | know he already knows the answer.
He seems like the type of person who would keep those thingsin his head.

“Severa months now,” he replies after some time. “I first saw you walking down the
street to work when | was watching someone for a job. Y ou captivated my attention,
amost made me lose the person | was following. | knew right then and there you
were the perfect person for me.”

| take a deep breath in, my body feeling shaky with all the information. How have |
not realized he's been watching me? How could | not feel his stare on me as | went
about my life?

“I"'m not yours,” | finaly reply. “I will never be yours.”

He smiles, cocking his head to the side as he looks at me. “We'll see about that.”

| shake my head, pushing myself into the wall even more, wanting to get as far away
from him as| can. But I’'m backed into a corner with no way ou.

Just how he wants me.

“Let’sgo get you to the bathroom.” He holds his hand out, but | don’t take it.

| look between his hand and his face. Is he going to let me go if | put my hand in his?



Will he kidnap me?

“Adalisa,” he growls. “Hand. Now.”

Before | can blink, my hand isin his grasps, and he helps me off the bed.

“1... Bad hand,” | look down at our joined hands.

| should not be thiscloseto him at all.

“Good hand, and a good girl for following my order, even if it was delayed.” He
leads me to the bathroom.

| glare at him as he stands in the bathroom with me. | look at him, waiting for him to
leave so | can usethe toilet.

“Go do what you need to.” He gestures toward the toilet.

“No way in hell am | going to go to the bathroom while you are in here. That is a
line,” | cross my arms over my chest.

He takes a step forward, gripping my chin with his fingers. “There are no barriers
between us. There is nothing between us,” he growls. “But this once, | will let you go
to the toilet alone. Do not get used to it.”

| glare at him as he walks out, leaving the door wide open.

“Do not even think about it,” he says before | can move. “The door stays open. I'm
not in there, but the door will not shut.”

| take a deep breath in and slowly let it out. | can’t do this. Thereis no way | can do



this with him standing in my bedroom with the bathroom door wide open.

“If you need help, just ask. | will be more than happy to help you,” he calls out.

“Fuck you!” | yell.

“That can be arranged. Y ou just let me know when and where, and | will be there.”

| growl in frustration, stomping my foot as | turn to look at the toilet.

“1 can do this,” | whisper. “I have to do this or else he's going to come in here.”
“Areyou talking to yourself?’ he asks.

Clenching my hands, | take another steadying breath and ignore him. He does not
deserve my attention, not now and not ever. If | ignore him long enough, not wear the

bracelet again, then he will eventually realize I’ m not the girl for him.

“Chop chop,” he calls out. “Any longer and I’'m going to come in there and help

you.

| quickly sit on the toilet and start peeing as | think about anything else but him being
in my room and hearing me do my business.

| groan, placing my face in my hands. We were standing in the bathroom naked as we
talked.

We were sitting on my bed talking as | was flashing him. How could | be so dumb?

“Oh, Little bit,” he whispers. “Everything is going to be al right.”



| scream as his hand touches my shoulder, not expecting or hearing him come into the
bathroom.

“No!” | yell. “Y ou are not supposed to be in here. Y ou are not supposed to be able to
hear me pee. You aren’t supposed to look at me.”

Matthias pulls my hands away from my face and cups it with his own. “This body is
mine. You are mine. You will not do anything about it, you can’t.”

| shake my head, pulling my face from his hands and quickly cleaning myself up
before standing up. “No. You can’t do this.”

He pushes me up against the wall, caging me in with hisarms. “I can, and | will. You
are mine, and there is nothing you can do about it.”
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| suck in adeep breath as | stare at Matthias, not knowing what to say or do. I'vetried
telling him he can’'t be in here, but he's obviously not paying attention. | can’t go to
the police since he said they will act asif nothing is happening.

Who do | go to?

| can't tell Margery about it. She wouldn’'t understand that | can’'t go to the police.
They are in so many people’' s pockets; | don't trust them.

No.
| can’t and won't doit.
“Let’sgo have breakfast,” he says. “1 know a place just around the corner.”

“No,” | state. “I am not getting breakfast with you. | need to get ready for work, and
you are not part of it. | don’t want to see you again.”

His face hardens as he looks at me and my mouth drops open on a gasp. Okay, not the
right thing to say, but | need him to understand that he can’t just walk all over me.
That he can’t just declare that | am his and expect me to roll over and be okay with it.

I’m not.

| never will be.



“You will come out to eat with me before you work,” he declares.

“No, | won't. | will kick and scream the whole way and make a scene if you drag me
there,” | fire back, not giving in.

He inhales deeply, keeping his eyes on me. We stare at each other for a while, not a
word passing between us.

“1 promise I'll make a scene,” | tell him again, wanting him to really know | mean
business.

He smiles.

He fucking smiles.

“Good. You making a scene won't bother me,” he states, and my mouth falls open
again.

“It... itwon't?’ | ask.

“No, it won't. Everyone knows who | am. It won't do anything. They know not to
interfere if 1 am with someone.” He smirks and cocks his head to the side. “Did you
really think it would deter me? Oh, baby, you are so wrong.”

Tears prick my eyes, and | blink them away, not wanting to give him the satisfaction
of seeing me break down in front of him.

“It's okay,” he whispers. “Everything is going to be okay. Y ou can come peacefully,
or you can kick and scream like you said. Either way, you are coming to breakfast
with me.”



| clench my jaw as| glare at him.

Pick your battles.

| need to be wise about this until | have away to get out.

| need to come up with a plan. Maybe | can move somewhere he won’'t be able to find
me and lay low for alittle while until he forgets about me.

Margery won't understand, but maybe if | tell her I'm going on a vacation, one |
really need, she'll understand.

“Okay,” | whisper, forcing the next couple of words out of me. “I’ll come with you.”

Am | really doing this? Am | really about to go to breakfast with someone who
clams| am theirs and won't hear anything else?

Yes, | am, and | can’'t do anything about it. | could try and make a scene like | said |
would. But if he is telling the truth, then I'm just wasting energy that | could be

saving for something else. | am going to need this energy at alater date, | can tell.

“Good. Let’s get dressed,” he says as he pushes away from the wall and walks out of
the bathroom, leaving me aone.

| take severa deep breaths, trying to calm myself as | think over the situation. | didn’t
think putting on the bracelet would make him possessive of me like this.

| didn’t know going to that munch was going to change my life.

If | had known, | wouldn’t have gone. | would have saved myself from having my life
turned upside down. But would he have made us meet in another place?



Heisin control of everything, and | can’'t do anything about it right now.

“Adalisal” he calls out. “Come and get dressed. | picked out one of your dresses for

youl.

| push myself off the wall and stalk into the room, my eyes narrowing on the dress he
picked.

It's one of my more innocent dresses, one | love but don’t wear often.

It makes me fedl girly and like | stand out in the world.

| don’t like being the focus of aroom when | wear it, so | normally wear it around the
house.

“1 found this at the very back of your closet and thought you would look nicein it.”
Matthias picks up the dress and holds it out. His eyes scan my body as he licks his
lips. “I wouldn’t mind you going out like this, but | figure you wouldn’t want to.”

| snatch the dress out of his hands and quickly put it on, not wanting him to be able to
see my naked body any more than he needs to. Rushing past him, | open my drawer
and grab some underwear.

“No panties,” he says, grabbing them from my hands. “Y ou are not permitted to wear
panties with this dress.”

“No, you can’'t do that. It's New York City. It's windy outside. One step outside and
everyone will see my pussy! | am not walking down the street and showing everyone

my bits.” | grab another pair, but he takes them before | can put them on.

“| said no panties, so you will not wear any.” He closes the drawer.



“You cannot expect me to walk down the street with no pantieson.” | look at him in
disbelief. “I’m not having everyone see my pussy.”

“You won't be walking down the street. You'll be walking to my car and then into
the shop. While we are walking out to my car and to the shop, you can hold onto the
side of your dress so it does not fly up,” he points out. “Problem solved.”

“Problem solved?’ | ask. “No. Problem not solved. | am not leaving this house
without any panties. Going without a bra is one thing since this has a built-in one, but
without panties is a no-go. I’'m completely exposed.”

He takes my panties and drops them onto the floor and steps closer to me. “Y ou will
not be completely exposed to everyone. No one will dare look at you while | am with
you. One wrong look and they will have me to deal with. Trust me, they don’t want to
deal with me.”

| shake my head and take another step back. “Thisisall too much. | can’t do this.”

“You can and you will.” He shrugs. “I can carry you over my shoulder, giving
everyone alittle peek of my pretty pussy or you can walk by yourself.”

| take a deep breath and stare at him, hoping he gives me another option—any option.
But as the seconds go by, | realize heisn’t going to give me one. “Tick tock. Pick or |
will pick for you,” he says. “And you won't like my choice.”

“I'll walk,” I quickly say. “I’ll walk to the car and into the restaurant.”

Thereis no way I’m going to let everyone see my pussy as he walks out of my house
with me over his shoulder. No way in hell.

“I was hoping you would pick the other option,” he gently offers. “Maybe next time.



Maybe we can do it when it grows dark the first time, so you aren’t as embarrassed.
There is nothing to be embarrassed about. Everyone will know you belong to me.
They already do.”

“They do?’ My eyebrows furrow. “But how?’

He chuckles. “Quite simple. You look amazing when you sleep. One picture told
them you were off limits. It spreads like wildfire when you have connections and
people are afraid of you.”

“You'relying.” | shake my head.

| try to get away from him, my back hitting the wall. He has to be lying. He wouldn’t
use my picture to show people that I'm off limits.

“Oh, but you underestimate me,” he says, his voice smooth. “I would do it again if |
had to.”

We stare at each other for several seconds, letting the quiet settle around us.

He keeps shocking me, and | don’t know how to cope with it.

“Now, let’s go get breakfast before you have to work.

" He holds his hand out for me. “I would hate for you to be late for work. But we
aren’t going to let that happen. ”

“It wouldn’t matter,” | mutter to myself.

My boss doesn’t seem to care if we are late. She doesn’t seem to care about a lot of
things. She just wants the store open every day so we make money and then we can



close whenever we want to. | know the longer we stay open, the more money we'll
earn.

Matthias cups my face. “It wouldn’'t?’

| look away and step toward the door. “No, it wouldn’t, but | still need to get there on
time. We have customers who like to come in at a certain time, and | can’t disappoint
them.”

| should have known he would hear me when | was talking to myself. He hears
everything. | don't need him thinking | don’t have to go into work on time. It's an
excuse to cut things short.

Matthias grabs my hand and guides me out of my own apartment and onto the street.

“1 do know how to get out of my building. I’ ve been doing it for several years now,” |
tell him, feeling slightly annoyed already. “Y ou don’t have to hold my hand.”

His grip tightens a fraction. “Holding your hand ensures me that you aren’t going to
run off. Though | do love a good chase, so maybe | should let your hand go so you
can run.”

| glare at him. “I will not be running for you to fulfil some twisted fantasy with me.
I”’m not into that.”

But the thought of being chased turns on something inside of me. The thrill running
through my body as | know he's going to catch me, but | would still try and get away.

He wraps an arm around my waist, pulling me in close as we stand in front of his
sleek black sports car. “Lies,” he whispers in my ear. “| saw the way your body
tightened just a bit as you thought about it. You can't lieto me.”



| push my body away from his, opening my door and sliding into his car. I'm not
going to give him the satisfaction of him hearing me say he was right. Nope. No way
in hell.

Matthias closes my door and walks around the car, keeping his eyes on me the whole
time. My eyes flitter over to the door handle. Would | have enough time to get out
and safely run somewhere before he can catch up?

“I wouldn’t try that if | wereyou,” he says.

“Try what?' | sass back, putting my seatbelt on.

“Getting out of the car. The child lock is on, so you won't be able to get out.” He
looks smug as he starts the car.

| clench my jaw and look away. Of course, he put the child lock on. It’s like he knew
what | was going to think. Almost like he could read my mind and intentions. Maybe
he' s done this with another girl.

“Wait!” | yell, my hand gripping the door handle. “ Stop!”

My breathing comes out in pants as he stops the car and turns toward me. Shit. What
if he has done this before? What if he is some type of seria killer who follows his
victims for monthsto learn their habit?

“What' swrong, Adalisa?’ he asks.

| push my body into the door, staring at him in horror. “Are you a serial killer? Have
you done this before?’

| don’t expect him to answer me truthfully, but maybe | can read his body language if



heislying to me or not.
Maybe he'll mess up if | ask him too many questions and annoy him.
Matthias full-on laughs as he stares at me.

| wasn’t expecting that reaction. | was expecting him to brush it off and have some
elaborate explanation as to why he's been following me.

“I'm not a seria killer, and I've never done this before,” Matthias finally says,
sobering up after several minutes of laughing. “But | have killed people, and animals
when | go hunting. But | don’t think you included animals in your question.”
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“Y ou... what... I... huh?’ | look at him, confused.

Heisn't a seria killer, but he has killed people. But wouldn’t that make him a serial
killer then?

“I am not a seria killer. To be categorized as a seria killer, you need to commit
several murders and have a pattern of sorts with the victims. | kill people, but | have
very good reasons for doing it. | do not kill innocent people,” he explains.

“And while | get athrill fromit, | don’'t just go out and kill anyone.

There are legit reasons for my killings. ”

| stare at him, not knowing what to do or say. What am | to say? He's just confessed
to killing people in front of me.

| should go to the police. | should tell someone that I’ ve found a murderer, but | have
no proof. He hasn’t given me any details.

“So, don't group me with serial killers. It would be bad for my reputation.” He
actually smirks at that statement.

“Reputation?’ My eyebrows furrow. “What reputation?’

Heleansin, and | wait for him to tell me the secret about him.



“You'll soon see,” he whispers before pulling back and getting out of the car.

| relax in my seat, taking a deep breath as he walks around the car. | need to get away
from him. | need to come up with a plan to leave so he can’t find me.

Matthias opens the door, holding his hand for me.

| take his hand with one of mine and hold my dress down with the other as we walk
into the small restaurant that is a essentially holein the wall.

How have | never heard of this place? I've lived in New Y ork City my whole life, yet
thislittle place has escaped me.

“Sit,” he says as we walk up to atable in the corner.
| slide into the booth, getting close to the wall as he sits beside me. | should have sat
on the other side, but he pointed to this one, and my brain, without even thinking, did

what he said.

“Oh, Matthias! You've finally comein,” An older lady stands at the end of the booth,
abright smile across her face. “And who is thislovely lady?’

“Ma, thisis Adalisa, my girl,” Matthias replies. “Adalisa, thisismy ma.”

| blink several times as | take in the older woman. Does she know what her son does?
Does she know what he is doing to me right now?

“Adalisa,” he growlslow.

“Sorry,” | whisper. “Nice to meet you, Ma am.”



| give her a confused look as she smiles at Matthias before looking at me. She is
looking at him like he is her most prized possession.

She must not know what he does, then. She's looking at him like he’s done nothing
wrong in thisworld.

“It's so nice to finally meet ya.” Her smile grows even more as she holds out her
hand.

Matthias doesn’'t look at me, but his leg bumps into mine. | plaster a fake smile on
and shake her hand. What would Matthias do to me if | didn't shake his mother’s
hand?

“How long have you known my boy for?’ a

she asks, sitting across from us.

“A couple of days,” | reply.

“Several months,” Matthias says at the same time.

| suck in a breath and glare at him. She was looking at me when she asked the
guestions, and | assumed | was supposed to answer truthfully.

And | did.

I’ve only known Matthias for a couple of days. Before that, he was different people
and someone | didn’t know.

“Matthias!” his mother scolds. “Do not tell me this is the same young woman you
were seeing several months ago.”



“I was seeing her. Almost every single day,” he replies like nothing is wrong. “I saw
her from afar as she worked or when she got home.”

His mother stares at him like he’' s grown two heads. Maybe thisis my chance.

“He's apparently been stalking me for several months, dressing up as different people
to come into my work and talk to me.

He knows things about me that | haven't told anyone,” | rush out, looking at her with
pleading eyes.

“1 didn’t know him until a couple of days ago when he showed up at an event | was
going to and pretended | was his girlfriend. ”

She should be able to help me get away from her son. Maybe she knows someone
who can apprehend him while | escape.

“Hedid what?' his mother gasps. “Matthias, you did not!”

| look at Matthias, a smug smile dancing across my face. But he doesn’t look at me.

“1 did, and | don’t regret anything. She is mine and will always be mine,” Matthias
tells his mother. “Just like dad knew you were his.”

Wait .

| look at his mom to see her smiling at him.

“You are worse than your father,” she chuckles.

“Wait,” | whisper, looking between them.



Matthias looks at me, a smirk across his face. “Did you think Ma would agree and
help you?’

| nod and look back at her. Something dances in her eyes, and that’s when | realize
I’m on my own.

“My dad did the same thing to Ma when they first met,” Matthias explains. “Though
she embraced it and lived with him. Gave him hell every chance she could, but Ma
fell in love with him right away.”

“No,” | say in disbelief.

“It' strue. But your father kidnapped me when he first saw me.

What he didn’t know isthat | knew who he was and | had a massive crush on him.

When we first met, | pretended | didn’t know him, which infuriated him.

| knew he was going to be at the event, and | made sure | looked the best so | would
capture his attention but also that it didn’t look like | was trying too hard.

| didn't want to scare him off,” she says, looking off into the distance as if she
remembers that night.

“But once he got home and claimed that | was his, | turned the freak on and told him
things he didn’t want anyone to know.

The look of shock on hisface was priceless. ”

My mouth hangs open as | look at her. She was okay with being kidnapped? She
wanted him to kidnap her so she could be with him?



“What iswrong with all of you?’ | ask, looking at them in horror.

“A word of advice?’ His mom looks at me.

“These men aren’t like other men. When they see what they want, they take it, no
matter what.

| wouldn't try to fight them to allow you to go, especially Matthias.

Heis a possessive bastard and won't let you go now that he has you.

But you can give him hell for it. Make him work for everything. ”

“No,” | say, shaking my head. “No, you don't just give up.”

“You aren’t giving up. What will your life be like when you are with him? Will you
be happy?’ she asks.

“No!” | raise my voice, not caring who hears me and definitely not caring that I'm
making a scene.

Everyone here probably knows what he has done and his father has done and won’t
say anything. They are all accomplices.

“No, you won't be happier? No, you aren’'t giving up? Or no you won't be happy?”’
his mother cocks her head to the side. “ That’ s three different answers.”

“Noto all of it. | am giving up if | just let him take me without fighting back. No to
me being happy with him, and no to my life being better with him!” | shout.

| groan in frustration as | try to stand, realizing I’'m blocked in by Matthias. He did



this on purpose. He wanted me to sit here so when | met his mom and found out how
she met hisfather, | wouldn’t be able to get out.

“You arecruel,” | growl at him. “So fucking cruel. | hate you.”

“You don't hate me,” he replies. “You are just uncertain about everything. Don’t
worry, everything is going to make sense soon enough. Before you know it, you'll
realize you love this life. I'm going to take good care of you. You will want for

nothing.”

“There will be some danger involved. What they do isn't safe, but they will keep you
safe,” his mother chimesin.

“They?’ My eyes go wide.

No fucking way there are two of them. | cannot handle that.

“It'sjust Matthias for you. | was generalizing. My husband is in the same business as
Matthias,” she explains.

“No, | can’'t do this.” | shake my head. “I’m not going to do this. Move.”

| push Matthias' shoulder, but he doesn’t budge.

“You need to let me go now. | need to get out. | need to get away from you,” |
demand loudly. “Let me out!”

“Matthias, let her out. She'll come around,” his mother says.

“No,” isall Matthias replies.



“I will crawl under the table,” | threaten.

“You will not crawl on the floor unless | demand it.” His face is inches from mine.
“You are mine, and no matter what happens, you will always be mine. Do you
understand?’

“No,” | grit out through clenched teeth. “No, | do not understand, and no | will not
accept it.”

Silence fills the air around us as we stare at each other. Both of us are glaring at one
another as we breathe heavily.

“Matthias, dear, let her go for now. You know where she lives and works. Give her
some time to cool off and wrap her brain around it all. Not everyone is like me,” his

mother gently says.

“And Adalisa? If you need anything, you are more than welcome to come here and
ask anything. | know thisis strange, but we are here for you. It’s going to be okay. ”

Matthias stands and holds his hand out, but | don’'t take it as | leave the booth.

“Thanks for not feeding me breakfast.” | roll my eyes as | walk away from them and
out of the restaurant.
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“Y ou’'ve got apackage!” | yell when Margery walks through the door of the store.
“A package? Me? From who?' she asks as she makes her way toward me.

Her face turns pensive as if she's thinking about something very serious. I've seen
that look too many times on her. Margery is thinking about the day Ethan died and
how she wasn'’t there for him.

“Margery?’ | cal out. “Are you okay?’

Margery smiles at me and closes the distance between us. “ So, does the package say
who it'sfrom?’ she asks, placing her handbag under the counter.

“It doesn’'t,” | reply, looking down at the box.
Strange, but it wouldn’t be the first time a package has been dropped off by the
courier with only a name on it. Normally, there is a dispatch note explaining the

contents.

She looks at me, her eyebrows furrowed. “Then, how do you know it's for me? It
could be for you.”

“Silly! It has your name on it,” | reply sarcastically.

“Did somebody giveit to you?’ she asks, taking a step closer to me.



| hold the box out for her to grab. “Nope. It was sitting out front when | got here. Had
your name on it. | figured they knew what time | got in and l€eft it a couple of minutes
before. Come on, open it!”

Margery tentatively grabs it from me and places it on the counter. “Today really isn't
the day. Maybe we can say it’s for you? I’m not expecting anything,” Margery gently
says and sighs.

“Feeling unwell?’ | worry.
“Thankfully, no, but | have no doubt | will at some point. It's been a while since |
was last ill. | hope | don’t get sick soon.” Margery looks down at the package in

wonder.

“Just take some preventive medicine: multivitamin, vitamin C, zinc. Get ahead of it,”
| list everything that | can think of to ward off avirus.

“I’m not going to do that. You know | don't really like taking medicine. Not unless |
absolutely haveto.” Sherolls her eyes.

“But it could help you.” | give her a knowing look.
| don’t like taking pills either, but | do if I'm feeling like I'm going to get sick. | can’'t
afford to get sick, not when I’'m the only one to look after myself. | don't have

anyone elseto rely on.

“Or | could just eat right, get enough sleep, exercise, and drink enough water,”
Margery suggests.

| raise my hands in the air. “Okay. Okay. I'm not going to change your mind. That's
fine. Now, will you please open the package? It has your name in bold, and | want to



know what it is.”

Margery exhales and turns the package around, her breathing stopping as she looks at
her name.

“Well, are you going to open it?’ | ask.

“Uh, yeah.”

Margery grabs a pair of scissors and cuts through the tape. | watch, trying not to
hover to see what's inside. It's not my box, even though | want it to be. | never get

any packages delivered to me. She pulls a multicolored zebra out of the box.

“Oh, my goodness. That is so cute! And look, it has your name embroidered on it!” |
squedl. “Wait, what is that?’

| squint my eyes, trying to see if I'm really seeing what | think | am. That can’'t be,
could it?

“Isthat abinkie?’ | questioned.

“Do you know who gave it to you? And why would they put a binkie around the neck
of the zebra?’ | ask. “I know you said you’ ve been on a couple of dates. Maybe one
of them gave it to you. But the binkie wouldn’t make any sense.”

Margery nods but stays silent for a couple of minutes. “I don’t know. Maybe it could
be one of them, but | don’t know,” she whispers. “I’m going to keep it though, just in

case | see one of them again. Then, | can ask.”

“Why don’t you just message them?”’



She shakes her head. “Not happening. | don’t want them to think that they need to
send me gifts.

They aso don’'t know that I’m talking to multiple people.

I’m not dating any of them. They don’t know I’ m keeping my options open.

And asfor the binkie, | have talked about wanting kids.

Maybe one of them sent it asa ‘| want to have kids with you' gift?

It isweird, and if | see one of them, I'll ask if they bring it up.”

| don't really understand why she won't just message them. It's a ssimple question to
ask. If they don’t, then she rules out who it might be. But it's not my lifeso | can’'t do

anything about it.

“How was your date last night?’ | ask as Margery puts the stuffed animal back in the
box.

“It was al right, but the person was missing something,” Margery answers with a
shrug.

“What do you think he was missing?’ | inquire.

“l don’'t know. He's not the love of my life,” Margery says, sitting beside me. “I
know. | know.”

“Nobody is going to be Ethan. You need to get that out of your head,” | tell her,
looking at her sympathetically.



“I know, but it's hard. | grew up with Ethan. We talked about getting married. We
were going to get married,” she sighs.

| feel bad for her, | really do. “But now you can't. It's harsh, but someone needs to
tell you. You need to stop comparing every man to Ethan. Because they won’'t be
Ethan, and you’ re going to end up disappointed every single time.”

“l know. I’'m trying to, but it's so difficult,” Margery replies. “Let’s just get to work.
We' ve got things to stock, and no doubt customers are going to be flocking in soon.”

“1 have food for an Adalisa?’ a man announces, walking into the store.

My eyebrows pinch together as | stand up. “Food? | didn’'t order anything. | don’t eat
food | don’t prepare so it can’'t be for me.”

“1 was told to come here with food for Adalisa. A man has already paid me and given
me atip. Have agood day.” He hands me the food and |eaves.

| sit down and look at the bag in my hand. | know who it is. Out of spite, | want to not
eat it, show him | don't need him to take care of me, but my stomach has been
grumbling all morning. Not having breakfast really left me hungry. The whole
interaction with his mom threw off my morning.

“You ordered food and didn’'t get me any?’ Margery asks. “I would have paid you,
you know that.”

| shake my head, still staring at the food sitting on the counter in front of me. “1 didn’t
order this.”

Margery sits beside me and smiles. “So, who bought it? | thought you didn’t know
many peoplein New York.”



“I don’'t,” | mumble.

When | open the bag, | see a note placed on top of the take-out container. | don’'t dare
pick it up, not wanting Margery to see the note and ask me a million questions. I'm
not ready for them, not when | haven't really been able to focus on anything this
morning.

“Is it from the guy who sent you the bracelet the other day?’ Margery asks. “Is he
trying to make up for lost time? Wait!”

| look at her. “Wait, what?’

“Was he at your house last night? Did you guys do the nasty, and he didn’t allow you
to eat breakfast, so now he's giving you food as an apology?’ Margery narrows her
eyesat me.

“No, hewasn't, and no he didn’t,” | brush it off.

She can’'t know. There was no way Margery knows that Matthias was at my house
this morning, that he woke me up to the best sex I've ever had. She can’'t possibly
know that. She doesn’t go out and eat very often, so she wouldn’t have seen me and
Matthias together.

“Areyou lying to me?’
| hate it when she asks me that. I've only lied to her a handful of times, but she
always seems to know when | am. How? | don’'t know, and it infuriates me. Maybe

she has some type of superpower.

“No, I'm not,” | reply, keeping my voice calm and collected like it was before the
delivery. “Hewasn’'t at my house last night.”



I’m not lying about that part. But the part about us having sex this morning and him
not letting me eat breakfast—that was all alie.

“Areyou going to eat it?’ she asks. “Or are you going to let it go to waste?’

“You have alot of questions.” | ook at her, exasperated.

Margery aways has a lot of questions when it comes to anything with me. | love her,
but sometimes she can get a bit overwhelming. Especialy when it’s at work.

“Sorry, I’'m just curious. You never go out and meet people, yet you want to find that
right person for you.

| know you just went to the speed dating fiasco, but has anything else happened after
it?

No,” Margery points out. “I’m just worried about you.

| want you to be happy, and sometimes | do have a lot of questions, but they come
from the goodness of my heart,” she mutters at the end.

| sigh. “I know you do, and that’s why we are great friends. Y ou don’t need to worry
about my lovelife”

Her eyebrowsrise. “1 don’'t? Are you and this guy serious?’

“No!” | raise my voice. “Oh no. We are not. We are just friends. | wouldn’t even
really consider usfriends.”

| shiver at the thought of Matthias and | being serious. | don’t know whether it’s from
pleasure thinking about it or genuine worry that it might happen, with or without my



consent. But Matthias already thinks we are forever.

Margery’s shoulders slump. “Oh. | was really looking forward to meeting him. | was
getting excited for you. Sorry, that sounds bad, but | want you to be happy. | want
you to thrive and live your life. | don’t want you to always come into work and then

go home. That is no way to live.”

| raise one eyebrow at her and wait for her to realize what she is saying, but she just
looks at me. “Margery.”

“What... Oh,” she whispers.
“Yeah, oh. You want me to be happy and not only work and go home, but you
literally described your life,” | tell her. “I’m not trying to be rude, but—girl—you are

literally talking about yourself as well. Do you not want what’ s best for you as well?’

She lifts her hands in frustration. “That’s why I’ ve been going on a couple of dates.
I’m trying to get back out there.”

“And | am super proud of you,” | praise her honestly. “When you told me you were, |
jumped up and down in my apartment.”

Silence rings out around us, and | ook back at my food. It smells so delicious.

“Why don’t you go into the back room and eat it? I’ ll watch over the shop.”

“Areyou sure?’

“Yeah, I’'m sure. Go and eat breakfast from the man you aren’t seeing,” she giggles.

“Brat,” | mutter as| stand, grabbing the food and making my way to the break room.



One thing Matthias and his mother saved me from this morning was eating in front of
people. While | can do it, | don't really like doing it. The stress of people seeing you
take abite... yeah, no, | can’'t do it. That’s one of the reasons why | don’t eat out.

Too many eyes watching.

Once | flop onto the couch in the break room, | take the note out.

Matthias

Eat breakfast. My mother made it especially for you and felt bad that you didn’t have
anything to eat this morning. Enjoy, and we'll talk later.
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“Y ou're okay,” | whisper as| pressthe elevator button in my apartment building.

| really don't like this elevator. It's ancient, and the doors open really slowly.
Sometimes they get stuck, and it takes forever for it to reach the floor perfectly.

| hold on for dear life as| ride it to my apartment. I’ ve never got stuck, but I’ ve heard
severa people getting stuck in it before. The hoursit would take for them to fix it and
get me out are too much to even think about.

Maybe | shouldn’t take it today, but as | look at the stairs, my legs protest. This
afternoon was filled with walking back and forth in the shop, putting things away and
helping customers, never leaving me time to sit down.

Then, walking to my apartment afterward was brutal on my feet.

| just want to lay down in my bed and not get up until the morning.

“Comeon,” | whine, pressing the button impatiently again. “Hurry up.”

The universe seems to be against me today, or really this week. Nothing seems to be
going my way, and it is exhausting.

“Findly,” | sigh as| walk into the elevator.

| grip the railing as | face the doors, which start to close. Everything is going to be



okay. Everything is going to be all right. I’'m going to get to my apartment floor and
make it out. Nothing is going to happen to me.

| suck in abreath as the elevator starts to move.

“See,” | mutter. “Everything is 0?—"

| scream as the elevator stops, my grip on the railing becoming tighter. Everything is
still okay. Maybe someone else is waiting to get on the elevator, and we are just

stopping.
But as the seconds pass, | redlize that’s not the case. | punch the emergency button,
praying and hoping someone is in the building to hear it, so they come and get me. |

slide down to the floor, wrapping my arms around my legs and slowly rock back and
forth.

“Everything is okay,” | whisper to myself. “Everything is going to be okay. They’ll
be here before | know it to get me out. | just need to be patient and stay as calm as |

can while | wait.”

| take a deep breath in, trying to keep myself calm, but the minutestick by and no one
answers, | realize that no one is coming.

No. | can’t panic. Everything is going to be okay, it has to be.

Ring. Ring. Ring.

| cry out in pain and surprise as my head hits the wall, and | quickly grab my phone,
answering it without seeing who it is.

“Adalisa, where are you?' Matthias' voice comes through the phone.



“I'min an elevator,” | whisper shakily asterror startsto crawl its way through me.

“Little bit, where?’ Hisvoiceis deep. “Where are you?’

Tears prick my eyes, and | suck in a breath.

“Adalisa, | need you to listen to my voice,” Matthias says, encouraging me. “Can you
do that for me? Can you listen to Daddy’ s voice?’

| nod.

“Adalisa?’

“Yes,” | whisper, closing my eyes tightly as | try to concentrate on him and nothing
else.

“Good girl. You are such a good girl for me,” he purrs. “Can you tell me where you
are?’

“Elevator in my apartment,” | quietly rush out.

“I’m on my way. We're going to stay on the phone until | get there. I'm going to get
you out.” He talks me through what he' s going to do to rescue me. “Y ou are going to
be okay, and nothing is going to happen. Do you understand?’

| nod.

“Words, Adalisa.” Hisvoiceisfirm.

“Yes, | understand,” | reply.



My breathing becomes easier as he continues to talk to me, distracting me from
where | am. His voice is soothingly deep, and if | weren’t in an elevator, | would fall
right asleep. Maybe | should call him when I’'m having a hard time falling asleep.
“No,” | mumble.

“What wasthat?” Matthias asks. “No to what?’

| suck in abreath. “Nothing,” | whisper.

| need to not think about falling asleep to hisvoice. | need to not talk to him. | need to
stay away from him, yet he coming is to rescue me.

But it doesn’t mean anything.

After this, I'm going to go back to not talking to him. | have to. | don’t want him.
He' s dangerous, and | don’t need that in my life.

“Adalisa.” Hisvoice holds warning. “Tell Daddy what you were saying no to.”

“l can't,” | squeak, my hand slamming onto the ground. “I need out.”

| look around the elevator, feeling the walls closing in on me.

“Adalisal” he growls. “Focus on me. Close your eyes like agood girl and listen to my
voice. Nothing else matters right now besides you obeying me.”

| close my eyes and focus on his voice.

“Good girl. I'm almost at your building,” he gently reassures.



“I don’t know,” | whisper, feeling like an elephant is sitting on my chest. “Please.”

“You're okay. You are doing such agood job, and you will continue to do a good job.
It'swhat | demand of you,” he states.

“I’m not always going to follow what you say,” | grumble.
If he were here right in front of me, | would be glaring at him. | would also punch
him in the arm and tell him fat chance of me doing anything he says. But that was all

if hewas here, which heisn't.

“You will,” he says. “My voice may sound alittle further away, but I’'m still here. I'm
just going to try to open the elevator doors.”

He continues to talk about everything he's doing, letting me listen to his voice. Every
once in awhile, it strains as he tries to open the elevator doors, but then it goes back
to normal. How much longer am | going to be in here for? Will he be able to get me

out?

“Open your eyes, Little bit.” Matthias' voice sounds so close yet so far away. “Come
on, Adalisa.”

| crack my eyes open and stare into his chocolate-brown eyes. A smile breaks out
across hisface.

“Such agood girl,” he whispers. “I’m here. I’'m not going anywhere.”

Without thinking, | launch myself at him, wrapping my arms and legs around him.

“Wow, you're okay.” He holds me close. “I’'m right here.”



He stands. and | grip him tighter, not wanting to let him go.

“You're okay,” hecoosinmy ear. “You're out of the elevator. We're on your floor.”

“I never want to take that elevator again.” My voice cracks, and tears pool in my
eyes. “Never again.”

| never want to go into another elevator, period. There is no way anyone can pay me
to get into one after that terrifying ordeal.

Nope.

“You don't have to go back on it if you don’'t want to. No one will make you,”
Matthias tells me. “I won't force you to do that.”

He takes several steps before stopping and running his hand up and down my back.

“Keys,” he mumbles.

They are in my hands, but | don’t want to let him go to try and give them to him. It
would require me to leave some part of his body, and I’ m not ready for that.

“It'sokay,” hetells me. “Take your time.”

| clench my jaw, inhaling deeply, before | make myself open my hand and give him
the keys. It doesn’t take him long to get into my apartment and set me on my bed.

“1’m going to get you some water. | want you to sit here and get comfortable with the
blanket wrapped around you,” he gently says.

| hold my breath as | let go of him, watching him walk away into my kitchen.



My mind starts reeling about everything. Matthias has my phone number. Matthias
got me out of the elevator faster than | thought | was going to get out of there. He
came for me when | needed him. | shouldn’t want that. | shouldn’t be happy he did
that.

“Here's that glass of water,” Matthias announces, walking back into the room. “Are
you okay?’

| look at him, not knowing what to say. He hands me the glass, and | just look at it.
How am | supposed to answer that question?

“Adalisa.” He sits next to me. “Are you okay?’

“Am | okay?’ | repeat his question. “Am | okay?’

His face is blank, but his eyes have worry flowing through them. “Yes, Adalisa. Are
you all right?’

| shrug, looking down at the water in my hands. “No, I’'m not okay. Nothing about
today has been okay!”

Matthias stays silent, and | take that as my cue to continue speaking.

“The sex was amazing. Y ou taking me out to breakfast was not how | planned it to
go, and not really what | wanted. You buying me breakfast and having it delivered
wasn't either.

Y ou shouldn’t be doing this. | shouldn’t want this,” | quickly grit out.

“You need to go. Y ou need to |leave my apartment right now!”



| place the water down on the nightstand and turn to Matthias.

“Get out. | don’'t want you here anymore,” | point toward the door. “Get out of my
fucking apartment.”

He rises from my bed and cups my face. | try to get out of it, but his grip tightens,
keeping mein place.

“1f you go out, make sure you wear the bracelet. It will protect you,” he reminds me.

“Protect me?’ | laugh. “How will a tiny bracelet protect me? Everyone has one of
these.”

It's a simple bracelet; anyone on the street could have one of these. How does he
expect something like that to protect me?

“Trust me, it will,” hereplies. “You know I’m a dangerous man; | have enemies. My
boss has enemies. Wear the bracelet when you go out. Promise me.”

| yank my face out of his touch and glare at him. “I’m not promising you anything.
Now, get out of my apartment.”

He sighs and stands to his full height, giving me a pointed |look before he walks out of
my room.

| hold my breath and wait to hear my front door open and close.

My shoulders sag as | hear it does, letting go of the breath and picking up the glass of
water.

Bringing it up to my lips, | pause right before drinking and pull away.



Has he drugged it? | didn’'t see him make it or hear him pour the water.

| don’t know Matthias at all and he was just in my apartment... again. | was so out of
it, and he could have done anything. Did he place cameras in my apartment? | shake
my head. He wouldn’t have had the opportunity to do that. Unless | was really out of
it and lost track of time.

| place the cup down and fall back onto my bed, taking a deep, steadying breath. Too
much is going on, and | can't fully comprehend everything. Will | ever be able to

when it comes to Matthias?

“1 don’'t know,” | whisper, looking up at the ceiling.
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“ H ave none of them confessed to giving you the stuffed zebra stuffy?’ | ask,
walking into the store.

Margery looks up and shakes her head. “No, they haven't. | don't think it’'s one of
them.”

“What makes you think that?’ | start to unpack my lunch from my bag.

I’m hoping that, if Matthias is watching me, he sees that I’ m eating, so he doesn’t buy
anything for me. | don’t need him coming in with a disguise or having someone else
deliver the food. What if he got one of his men to bring it to me?

| still as | think about that. No, he wouldn’'t. He said he works for someone, so he
wouldn’t have men to look after me or do anything like that. Or would he?

No, | can’t think about that. | need to come up with a way to get away from him, to
find a way to escape and get him to stop wanting me. That's what | need to do. |
don’t need to think about him anymore.

“Adalisa?’ Margery touches my shoulder.
“Sorry, in my head.” | give her a small smile. “I was just thinking about lunch and

how | can’'t wait to eat it,” | lie. “Anyway, what makes you think it wasn't one of
your dates who gaveit to you?’



She shrugs. “I don’'t know. It's just a feeling. They don’'t know where | work. And
unless they followed me, they wouldn’t know. And if it was them, why wouldn’t they
just giveit to mein person?’

Those are all very good points, | hadn’t thought about those.

“Okay, so then who could it be?’ | ask, sitting down. “Could it be an ex? Someone
you know from high school? An uncle you don’t know about?’

She shakes her head and sighs. “I don’'t have any ex-boyfriends. | only dated Ethan...
he was the only one. And as for people | know in high school, | didn't have many
friends. They didn’t want to be friends with me.”

“Uncles or aunts?’

“Nope. | don’t talk to them, and they don’'t like stuffed animals.” She rolls her eyes.
“But | don’'t know who elseit could be.”

“A secret admirer. Maybe someone walked into the store, you helped them out, and
they took an interest in you. Or they could have been walking past and saw you

through the window,” | suggest, but immediately regret it.

That's just how Matthias found me. He saw me, walked into the store, and then
stalked mefor alittle while. Now | can’t get rid of him.

Margery laughs. “1 don’t think that’s the case. This stuffed zebraislike the one | have
at home... the exact same.”

My shoulders shrug. “ So it’s a coincidence. Things happen like that all the time.”

She looks at me, unsure, and | smile.



“You can't be paranoid. It's just a zebra,” | suggest. “Whoever gave it to you will
show their face eventually, and you' |l realize that you’ ve known them for along time.
Y ou don’'t need to worry.”

“1 guess,” she mumbles, looking off into the distance.

“Not | guess, but | know. You are going to look back at all of this and laugh at how
paranoid you are being.” | sit back and relax. “Everything is going to be fine. It's

harmless what the person is doing.”

Margery has something harmless while I'm over here getting told | belong to
Matthias, his mother says not to fight it, and he breaks into my apartment.

He also watches me and has done for a while, changing his appearance so | don’t
know I'm actually talking to him.

How much else does he do that | don’t know about?

I’ ve tried not to think about it since | don’t know him. | don’t know what he' s capable
of. The possihilities are endless, which is scary to think about. Has he been in my
apartment before waking me up? The only way into my apartment is through the front

door.

I’m on the fourth floor, so unless he scaled the side of the building to get in through
my window, he got in through the front door. Does he have a key?

“Adalisa?’ Margery places a hand on my shoulder.

| look at her. “Sorry, in my thoughts again. What did | miss?’

In my very important thoughts.



If he had a key to my apartment, he would have used it when he got me out of the
elevator, right? He wouldn’t have needed me to hand mine over. Unless that is how
he got my keys. Asked me for it, takes them to a different room while he gets me
water and copies them in foam to later get them made.

How could | have been so stupid? | gave him everything he needed to get into my
apartment and do whatever he wanted. Did he also place cameras around my rooms
while getting me the water?

| take a deep breath, trying to stop myself from panicking in front of Margery.

Now is not the time to think about everything Matthias could have possibly done.

When | get home, I’m going to have to check every room to make sure nothing is out
of.

Maybe | can stop by a camera shop and see if there is a machine that finds little
cameras.

There hasto be.

“1 was just talking about my plans,” Margery chuckles. “I know my life is boring, but
you didn’'t have to completely check out.”

| wince. “Sorry. | didn’t mean to. I'm just not all here right now. | didn’t get much
sleep last night.”

“Your friend been on your mind alot? Are you going to go ask him out, and then fall
inlove?’ she asks, winking.

If only she knew that this friend | am talking about isn't afriend at all. He is someone



| want to stay away from, someone very dangerous.

“No, that is not happening. He and | are never getting together,” | reiterate. “We
can’'t. We don’t mesh well.”

Her whole body slumps. “I was rooting for him. | thought you guys would have made
agood couple.”

“You don't even know him.” | shake my head. “Y ou’ ve never met him before.”
“Yeah, but him mailing the bracelet to you. Come on. And him telling you it’s going
to keep you safe.” She gives me a pointed look and looks down at my wrists. “Which

| seeyou aren’t wearing. What if he finds out you?’

“A small bracelet cannot give protection. It's just like any other one you can get at
any corner store.

It wasn't anything special.” | roll my eyes.

“Heinsisted | wear it again, but | haven't, and | don’t think I will.

No oneisgoing to look at my wrist and back off because they see me wearing asilver
bracelet. ”

She shrugs. “You never know. Did you leave it a home or did you bring it with
you?’

Sighing, | pick up my bag and rummage through it. “Here it is. | brought it just in
case, but honestly, | think tomorrow I’m not going to. It’s pointless. It doesn’t signify
anything.”



| spent so many hours last night looking at it, trying to see if there was a hidden
inscription on it that someone could see. But there isn't. It's just a plain silver
bracelet that shows whether Matthias can fuck me in the middle of the night or not.

That is all.“So why don't you just wear it. It's not like it's going to harm you,”
Margery encourages.

“It may not harm me, but I’'m not going to give him the satisfaction of seeing me
wear it when hewon't tell me why it will keep me safe.

There is no point. What is he keeping from me?

" | counter. “Thisiswhy we won’'t do well together.

He doesn't tell me things, and | don’t like to be kept in the dark. ”

| also don’'t enjoy being claimed.

Lies, my inner voice whispersin my head.

| sigh. | love being claimed. It’'s so hot when a man comes up to me and tellsme | am
theirs and no one else's. | want that, especially with Matthias, but there are so many
red flags. | don't know who he is; he's stalked me, got into my apartment, and
decided that I’ m his without consulting me.

But maybe | didn’t want to be consulted.

No .

This is not happening. | am not going down this road. | need to be strong and stay
with my original plan. | need to leave. | need to get off his radar, stay low, and when



he forgets about me, | can come back. That is the only thing | need to do right now.

“l don’'t see a problem with it. | think it's kind of hot, him claiming you and all. |
think you should go with it if you really want to,” Margery whispers.

“Can we not talk about him? I’m trying not to think about him for at least an hour or
more,” | whine.

How is that working out? It’s not. Matthias is constantly on my mind, and | can’t get
him out of it. He knew, and he acted all smug about it.

Margery cracks a smile. “Okay, whatever you want. If you do want to talk about him,
you let me know, and we can. Maybe later you can tell me what he looks like, or
better yet, if you can show me apicture. | will gladly look at him.”

“He could be butt ugly,” | mumble.

“You being friends with someone butt ugly? | don’'t think so. You aren't mean, and
you just attract hot men. Y ou always will. They take one look at you and know you
are everything they need and want.” Margery smirks brightly. “I don’t know how you
aren’'t dating or married.”

| shrug. “Haven't found the right person yet.”

“And you will... eventually. You just need to take a leap of faith. Maybe your friend
Isthe right person for you. Have you guys tried dating before?’ she asks.

“No, we haven’'t. He's wanted to, but | don’t want to ruin the friendship if anything
happens,” | lie.

How big isthislie going to get?



Margery places a hand on my shoulder, giving it alittle squeeze.
“1 think you should really think about it and then decide. Maybe you should have a
conversation and let him know that. | know alot of people who were friends before,

started dating, didn’t work out, and are still great friends to thisday. ”

“Okay, fine. Maybe I’ [l message him and see if we can meet up this weekend to talk
about things,” | lie once again.

| have no intention of messaging him. If anything, this weekend | am going to come
up with a plan on how to get away and be undetected. Someone in New Y ork has to

know what to do and where to go, so he can’t find me.

How much cash do | have in my bank? I’m going to have to withdraw all of it since |
won't be able to work.

Maybe | cantell my boss I’m going on alittle vacation and lay low that way.

Then, when he is looking for me, | can stay away and come back to work a few
months later.

| could change my hair color and appearance to make myself look different.

He won’'t know that.

“Good. | really think you should do this. | don’t think you will regret it,” she gently
says.

| hope | don't.



Page 11

Source Creation Date: July 30, 2025, 1:40 pm

ADALISA

S evera days have gone by without hearing from Matthias. Maybe he has forgotten
about me. Maybe leaving the apartment before | normally do, not wearing the
bracelet, and keeping a distance from the places | normally go—not my work
though—nhas kept him away from me.

That is what | like to think, but he could have just been busy. Maybe this is the
perfect time to leave on my mini-vacation to get away from him. It has to be, but |
can’t just leave, not when Margery needs me and especially not when work is starting
to get busy.

“1 think someoneis following me,” Margery whispers from next to me.

My eyebrows furrow. “What do you mean?’

“l think someone is stalking me. Leaving me presents. | can feel their stare.” She
looks at me, worry painted all over her face.

“How much sleep have you gotten?’ | ask.
“Just a couple of hours last night since | got another stuffed animal. | brought it in,
and it just kept staring at me. | don’t know what to do. They are all the same stuffed

zebra,” she rambles.

“All the same color? Everything is the same?’ | look in her direction. “Maybe they
had a mix up at the store and you got another one by mistake. | wouldn’t worry about



it too much. He' s going to come forward soon.”

She shakes her head, wrapping her arm around herself.

“Take some sleeping pills tonight and get some rest. Do you want to go home and
sleep?’ | ask. “I can look after the shop if you want. Boss doesn’t have to know you
weren't here.”

“I can’'t. | shouldn't. | need to be here and | don't want to be alone with my
thoughts,” she mumbles.

“But you need your sleep. Maybe you should get some food. Fill your belly up with
something warm and then go to sleep. | think that will help,” | suggest. “But | really
think you should go home and sleep. Maybe you should take a vacation.”

If she takes a vacation, then it means | wouldn’t be able to, but Margery looks pretty
rough. Out of the two of us, she needs it more. And it will give me more time to think
everything through. Get everything in order so | can get the most out of my escape.

“1 don’t know,” she whispers, looking at me, unsure.

“Have you called the police?’ | ask.

“Yes, | have. They told me it was just a secret admirer and to let it run its course. But
| don’'t think it is. Thisisdifferent.” Her voice contains a note of panic.

| place my hands on her shoulders. “Sometimes, it can take a little while for a secret
admirer to come forward. It can take alot of courage to tell agirl you like them. | had
a guy in high school take more than a month to get the courage to tak to me. He
made me a paper flower every single day and left it in my locker.”



“Really?’ shelooks at me thoughtfully.

“Yes, realy. Why don’'t you go get something to eat and then go home and fall
asleep? | think it will help you,” | tell her, pulling her into my embrace and hugging
her tightly.

| ook over at the front door of the shop, making sure no one is coming into the shop.
They don’'t need to see Margery like this; no one does. But as | look out the windows,
| suck in abreath.

M atthias.

He is standing outside the window, looking directly at me. My hold on Margery
tightens a little as we continue to stare at each other. | thought he had forgotten about
me.

| look away from Matthias and pull away from Margery. “Now, | want you to go
home and get some sleep. You will feel better tomorrow, | promise. Make sure you
get some food before.”

Margery nods and grabs her purse. Matthias walks in as Margery leaves, neither one
of them gives the other a glance. My eyes stay on him as he slowly walks toward me,
his eyes never leaving me.

“What do you want?’ | ask. “Y ou need to leave. Y ou are not welcome here.”

But it falls on deaf ears.

“Matthias, I’'m serious. | have cameras here that are capturing your face right now. |

will take it to the police. | don’'t care what you think. | told you to leave, and you
aren’t, which istrespassing.” I’'m making stuff up as | word vomit.



| have no idea if it is trespassing or not. | do know | have the power to kick anyone
out of the storeif | need to.

“No,” isal he says.

“No?’ | take a step back.

Matthias stops in front of me and smiles.

“No.” He leans forward and takes a big breath. “I’ ve missed the smell of you.”

Abruptly, I hold my hands in the air. “Stop. Do not say things like that to me. Do not
talk to me. Leave right now.”

| need to be strong. | need to get him away from me.

“No,” he repeats. “1 will say things like that to you if | want to. They aren’t bad. They
are showing my appreciation for you and how much | have missed you.”

| shake my head, but he’ s not wrong.

“1 think you like them, but you are trying so hard to stay away from me and prove to
yourself that you don’t need me.

That’s okay, | like agirl with abit of fight in her,” he purrs.

“We are going to have so much fun together. But | am a patient man and will wait for
you, don’t worry.

I’ Il just need to work alittle harder to show you that we are perfect together. ”



| push against his chest, trying to get him away from me. “We are not perfect
together. You and | will never be together. | won't allow it. Get it through your thick
skull that it will never happen.”

He smiles.

Fucking smiles at me.

“Oh, but baby, we are perfect together. Y ou can see it, but you don’t want to admit it.
That’s okay. Not everyone wants to accept things immediately, but you will see it

eventually,” he declares. “Just wait. Everything is going to work out with us.”

| push at his chest again, trying to get him away from me, but he won't budge. What
does he do to make him so solid? It sinfuriating that | can’t get him away from me.

“What do you want?’ | ask, trying to change the subject.

Maybe if we talk about this, he will get away from me. The sooner | get through what
he wants, the sooner heis going to leave my shop.

“You can't get me away from you that easily.” He stands to his full height. “Don’t
rush our conversation.”

“Won't be a conversation much longer,” | say under my breath.

He grips my chin with his fingers. “Y ou will not mumble in front of me. If you are
going to say something, you are going to say it to me. Understand?’

“Yes,” | reply.

“Yes, Daddy.”



| stare at him, my eyes widening alittle. Does he really expect me to call him Daddy?
Thereisno way | am going to do that, not in amillion years.

“Yes, Daddy,” he repeats.

“Yes, | understand,” | tell him instead.

| want to call him Daddy so badly, but I’ m not going to give him the satisfaction.

Not yet. Hopefully never. Never would | have thought of calling my significant other
Daddy, but Matthias makes it seem so easy.

Or so | think. | haven't called him that, but the way | want to and the way |’ ve amost,
shows me how easily | want to.

His grip on my chin tightens a fraction. “Y ou will one day. | can seeit in your eyes.
You want to call me Daddy so badly, but you are holding yourself back. You are
holding yourself back from me.”

| am, and for good reason. But | don't tell him that. It will only make him want to try
harder and want me more. | don’t want him figuring out what | am trying to do and
stopping me.

Nope.

“Did you need something?’ | ask, arching one of my eyebrows. “Or are you just
wasting my time?”’

“Sassy,” he murmurs. “I wanted to take you out to lunch, but | can see you can’t
leave the shop since no one else is here. That's okay, | can go get food for us and we
can eat in here.”



“Oh, too bad. | brought my own lunch, so we can’'t eat lunch together.” | fake the
sadness, but inside I’ m so happy.

“That’s okay. | can get someone to grab me food and we can eat together.” He smiles
innocently at me.

“1 really can't. | don’'t have timeto sit down to eat. | have stuff to do around the shop
since Margery isgone,” | rush to say.

“Margery,” he mumbles.

“Do you know her?’ | ask.

Please say no. Please say no.

“No,” he replies. “Her name is familiar. | know a guy who is in love with a girl
named Margery.”

“There are alot of people named Margery,” | nervously giggle. “Anyway, you should
go. I’ve got work to do and will be walking around and eating while | work.”

113 NO.”

| clench my jaw, hating that he keeps telling me no.

“You are not going to eat while you work. You will sit down in a break room and eat
your lunch with me. Then you can work. It's not good for you to eat while you're

busy,” hetells me, finally letting go of my chin.

“You can't tell mewhat to do,” | bark at me.



“1 can and will. You are not going to eat while you work. It is not good for you,” he
repeats, saying each word slower thistime.

“I’m not a two-year-old you can order around. | can do what | want because | am an
adult.” | take a step back. “Now, please go. | don’t need you here.”

He opens his mouth, but before he can get aword out, his phone rings. | smirk and he
just stares at me.

“Aren't you going to answer that?’ | ask. “Wouldn't want you to miss something
important because you are hanging out with me.”

“Thisisnot over.” He looksinto my eyes before lifting his phone and answering it.

| sit in the chair behind the counter, taking a deep breath and letting myself relax. |
really need to get away from him. | need to figure out how I’'m going to make him
forget about me when heis so hell-bent on keeping me as his.

“1 need to find away to disappear,” | whisper to myself.

But it’s going to take money, and | can’t just spend all my savingsonit.

Not when | have to think about hotels, transportation, and food.

| groan and close my eyes for a couple of seconds.

Maybe | can look this up online and figure it out myself.

Someone has to have written about it before, right?
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MATTHIAS
| don’t want to leave Adalisa aone, but | know | have to.

I’ ve promised Ethan that if Margery ever called the police, | would answer the phone
and make sure the actual police didn’t get any more calls.

He doesn’'t want her to look bad when she keeps calling them about the stalker she
thinks she has.

Chuckling, | shake my head and walk away from Margery’s house. It was easy to
convince her that she has a secret admirer and that she was being paranoid from a
known rapist coming after her. Ethan was not happy about that, but | was in time to
save her.

That time.

| never want something like that to happen to Adalisa.

Thankfully, she is a little more aware of her surroundings and can take care of
herself, but | still worry about her.

She didn’'t know | was following her for months, didn’t know | walked into her store
severa times with slightly different appearances, and still doesn’t realize that | am

following her around whenever | can.

But something inside of me enjoys that she doesn’t fully realizing it yet.



“She's been talked off the ledge,” | tell Ethan over the phone. “I told her it was
another secret admirer and that she was stressed about Diego coming after her. | told
her to go on a vacation to relax and get over everything.”

“Thank you,” Ethan replies and promptly hangs up.

Now, | get to convince Adalisa to be with me, give her the chance to realize she gets
to decide if she wants to be with me or not—without fully knowing she doesn’'t have
achoice. | saw her, and now sheismine. No one else’s.

Mine.

Pulling out my phone, | ook at the picture of Adalisa sleeping on my screen. “ Soon,
Little bit. Soon you' |l be at my house. Soon you’ll be fully mine.”

“Matthias?’ Ethan calls out.

| make my way toward his office and say “Yes, boss?’ as | walk into the room.

“Has Margery called you recently?’

“No, she hasn’t,” | reply.

Not since the last time she called. | talked her down from her thinking it was a stalker
to believing it's a secret admirer. It was relatively easy doing so when she was

panicked, but | also know she still thinksit's a stalker.

Deep down, she knows it’s Ethan, but she doesn’t want to say his name. Not when
she thinks he' s dead, and people will look at her pitifully.

“How did she react when you answered the phone and also appeared on her



doorstep?’ Ethan inquires.

“She was certain it wasn't a secret admirer.

She did question why | answered the call, but | gave a phony reply.

One she believed in the moment. She thought | was the police,” | reply.

“1 wondered she would put together that police officers never answer nine-one-one
calls, but shedidn’t.

But if she had questioned further, | had awhole list of things to say. Make her believe
anything | said.”

A tiny part of me hates that | am helping Ethan do this to Margery, but we are
fucked-up men. We don’'t do things normally. Never have been and we never will be.
Something | really like about us.

Ethan trusts me with this because he knows | can convince anyone of anything if |
really want to. Adalisais taking longer than | thought, but it is exciting that she isn’t
just agreeing and doing what | say.

“And that’swhy | send you on things like thiswhen | can’t show my face.”

“| talked with her neighbors. Told them | was her cousin and that she was going to be
getting the help she needs. Made it seem like she was crazy. They know not to call
the police if anything happens,” | inform Ethan.

Not unless they want abullet in their head. ”



It didn’t take much convincing them to agree not to say anything to the real police or
say anything at al. They believed my lie, and with the right incentive, they were
happy to pretend like they didn’t hear or see anything.

“Good. One less thing | have to worry about when | take her.” Ethan relaxes in his
chair.

“1 told her the police have better work to do than to catch her secret admirer. The look
on her face after | said that: priceless.” | lower to the chair in front of him. “Have you
seen her recently?’

Ethan nods and chuckles. “I’ ve been spending most nights at her house. Watching her
sleep, running my hands through her hair, whispering things when she’s half-asleep. |
like watching her sleep. So defenseless.”

| shake my head. “I don’t know how you do it.”

It would be absolute torture for me to do that to myself. I've only done it a couple of
times before | introduced myself into Adalisa’ s world.

“Watch her sleep? Toy with her brain when she’s asleep? It's my favorite thing to do.
To see every emotion play across her face when she finally realizes and puts together
the things | have done. Music to my ears,” Ethan chuckles as he thinks about what he
said.

“If | were watching my girl sleep, it wouldn’t just be watching. | would fuck her
while she was asleep,” | state, knowing | have.

Oh, when | walked into her apartment and she was wearing the bracelet for me to
know she was okay.



Music to my ears. It awakened something inside of me, seeing her wear it and
nothing else as she lay underneath her covers.

The fedl of her smooth skin against mine as | held her close before waking her up
with pleasure.

“Believe me, | understand the desire,” Ethan retorts. “To be able to just sink your
dick inside of her as she’'s lying there, asleep and oblivious to the things you' re about
to do to her.”

“So, doit,” | announce.

Ethan shakes his head. “ One day, but not today. She' s too paranoid right now.

But it’s something | want and will get. Once | have her, she'll be clinging to me.

Depending on me when she realizes she isn’t going anywhere.

First, I need her to need me, and then | can slowly release the reins, and life can go on
likeit was before | died.”

“Before she thought you were dead,” | mutter.

There was a reason for Ethan to faked his own death. The old Ethan died, and Ethan
Montgomery was born He could have kept Margery in the loop like he kept his sister
in the loop. But he thought he was protecting Margery, and he was, but she has been
through alot.

“1 still don’t understand how people don’t put two and two together,” | say, shaking
my head.



Ethan didn’t alter the way he looked. He just changed his last name, but nothing else.
Ethan stayed in the shadows for a while, so people really thought he was dead. Ever
so slowly, he showed his face, little by little, but no one dared to say anything.

“They think I’'m a ghost when they see me. Just how | want it. But most people |
grew up with moved and still think I'm dead,” he replies.

| look down at my watch and smile. Almost time for me to check on Adalisa and see
If she iswearing that pretty bracelet for me. | can’t wait to sink my cock back inside
of her, pleasuring us both. | can't wait to see her eyes flutter open, the desire flit
across her face as she begs me for more.

“Got somewhere to be?’ Ethan asks.

“In acouple of hours. Got agirl waiting for me,” | can’t help but say.

Adalisa is trying so hard not to succumb to me, but what she doesn’t realize is she
already has. | give her effort for trying so hard and succeeding, but she isn't getting
away from me. She never will.

| shrug. “She was a one-night stand. Into the same kinks as me. | found myself
visiting her. Seeing her wear the same thing she wore to signify she was open. So, |
dlip into her room by either the front door or fire escape window and fuck her, and
then | leave.”

It is partially the truth.

“$0, you followed her and broke into her house.”

“Yeah.” | smirk.



Ethan smiles. “So, are you just going to continue to play with her, or are you
eventually going to take her and make her yours?’

| shrug once again. “She wouldn’t survive in this world, but I’'m going to try. I've
told her sheis aready mine.”

It isaworry of minethat | haven't ever voiced. | don’t want Adalisato come into this
world, but | think with her spirit, she will survive. She hasto. | am going to make her.

“Fair. You could just keep her locked in your room. I'll probably be doing that with
Margery,” Ethan announces.

“Maybe,” | mutter, not sounding interested in the idea.

Adalisahas afireinside of her. Sticking her in aroom and leaving her will only make
her angry and push her away from me. Unless | drive her to despair until she begs me
to let her out. Then she would depend on me.

We fall into silence for a couple of minutes. Everything is working out for Ethan, and
| am excited for myself. He has been thinking about Margery since the day he faked
his own death, wondering whether he is actually doing the right thing or not.

“When does the next shipment of girlsarrive?’ | ask.

“In acouple of days,” hereplies.

“Rogan onto us?’

Rogan Ricci, boss of the Ricci Crime Family and a pain in all our asses. He has been
trying to find the girls with each shipment.



Ethan shakes his head. “He gave up a while ago. Probably figured he could get to the
girls before we did. But they were long gone when he arrived.”

“Fucking bastard,” | growl.

Rogan Ricci is someone we all hate and don’t want any part of his behavior.

I’ve asked Ethan if | can kill him, but he always tells me no.

We don’t need the war on our hands, but if he were dead, then everything would be
SO much easier.

We could take over his territory and make our operation so much bigger, and we
could earn alot more.

It's been a struggle since day one when both of our groups were made. Always at
each other’ s necks, trying to kill each other but never managing to. One of these days,
| will succeed, and New Y ork will be safer.

“He wants a meeting,” Ethan drops the bomb.

“What fucking for? That slimy piece of shit,” | roar.

Who is he to declare that he wants a meeting with Ethan? Not after so many years of
being rivals and refusing any meet with other people.

Ethan smiles. “Wants to meet with me. | think he has Bon,” he sighs. “Going to meet
with him in aweek. Y ou, Dahmere, Jason, and Clinton will be coming with me.”

| clench my jaw. Why does he have Bon? Why did Bonnie |eave the sanctuary of her
own home? She was safe here, where both Ethan and | could watch her.



“Sounds good to me. Just et me know when and where,” | reply.

| will take the first opportunity to shoot Rogan after he gives Bonnie back. Rogan
Ricci will not survive this.

Ethan’ s phone goes off, and he smiles as he chuckles at the screen.

“Let me guess, Margery did something cute,” | query as | stand up.

“Her Little side was peeking through. Sticking her tongue out at the stuffed zebras |
gave her,” Ethan replies.

Ethan is completely infatuated with Margery, and | can't blame him. She is super
sweset, but she is nothing compared to Adalisa for me. Adalisa is everything | have
ever wanted.

“When are you moving to the next phase?’ | ask.

Ethan has phases he wants to go through with Margery, to make sure everything runs
smoothly and doesn’t stray from his end goal.

“Tonight. The last stuffed zebrawill be delivered tonight,” Ethan replies.
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ADALISA
| can't believe | told Margery | was seeing someone. More like Matthias was
sneaking into my apartment and fucking me while | was half-asleep. | never thought |
was going to admit to it.
Margery.
Something is going wrong with her. She has been on the edge since the first package
came to the store a few weeks ago. Mumbling about someone dying in front of her
when she went on her vacation and then a police officer sheiswary of.
| don’t know what’ s going on with her.
I’ve told her it's a secret admirer, but she is hell-bent on it being her dead ex-
boyfriend, Ethan. It’s getting to the point where | think she needs to go to a facility
where she can recover for alittle while. It's not normal to think you are seeing your
dead ex-boyfriend.
It's not healthy.

What is causing her to do something like this??

| need to do some research on doctors who can help her because | am in over my
head. | want her to thrive and move past Ethan like she was doing before.

What happened for her to deteriorate and hallucinate? Was it seeing the first stuffed



zebra? Did her mind start playing tricks on her then? | know it doesn’t help that she
hasn’t been sleeping much, which iswhy | suggested sleeping pills to help.

“You are going to get better,” | mutter.

She has to. | need Margery in my life. | need her to get better so we can do things
outside of work. | need her to get better so she can come back to work, and | won'’t
have to do this on my own. We agreed when we became friends that we would stick
by each other's side, and we are going to do that.

That is not the only problem | have in my life. Matthias is another one. | haven't
worn the bracelet since that day, and | keep finding notes in my apartment telling me
to wear it during the day at the very least. What is Matthias so worried about? That
something is going to happen to me?

Sighing, | lock up the shop and head toward the bakery. This is one of the few
bakeries that stays open late and that I’m willing to eat from and trust the food. | try
not to go there often, but today | need it. Things are not going the way | want them to
go at all.

“Welcome to Cherie' s Bakery!” ayoung woman greetsme as| walk in.

| smile and stop in front of the display, looking over what they have left. What do |
want? “ Too many choices?’ the girl asks.

“Yeah,” | sigh. “I normally get the chocolate chip muffin, but you are all out of it.
I’ ve tried the apple pie, but it isn't my favorite.”

“Go with the banana muffin,” adeep voice | know all too well saysin my ear.

“Matthias,” | sigh once again.



“You aren’'t wearing the bracelet like | told you to.” His arm wraps around my waist,
pulling me into him.

The girl’s eyes are wide as she stares at Matthias, and | don’'t blame her. | was the
same when | first saw him. Thankfully, he doesn't have his eyes set on her, or |
would feel bad for her and tell her to run away as fast as possible.

| turn around and glare at him. “I don’t need to wear it. No one is going to know what
asilver bracelet means. Everyone has one.”

“Not like that one,” he replies. “It will keep you safe if anything were to happen.
Everyone in my world knows what the bracelet means, and they won’t do anything if
they seeit.”

| chuckle. “And what if someone hurts me who isn’t in your world? The bracelet
would have done nothing.”

He pins me with a stare, but | don’t back down. His logic is flawed. Sure, people in
hisworld are everywhere, but the likelihood of them knowing and hurting meis slim.

“We'll take two banana muffins.” Matthias looks at the young woman.

“And a coffee with some milk and sugar, please.” | smile sweetly at her. “Thank

youl.

Matthias grabs my hand, pulling me close to him once again. | glare at him but don’t
pull away. Are the people in this bakery his people? Will they just smile and pretend
like nothing is happening if | struggle?

| hate that I’ m thinking that, but while his grip isn’'t hurting me, | know it’s going to
take alot to get out of. | need to think long term. Will | exhaust myself right now and



him then do something to me later?

“Hereyou are.” The girl hands our order over the counter. “It’ll be twenty dollars.”

| reach into my purse to grab money, but Matthias beats me to it.

“Don’'t even think about arguing with me about who is paying,” he growls quietly. “I
am paying, and you will accept it.”

| leave my wallet in my purse and take my food and drink, walking out of the store
without waiting for Matthias. | don’t want to be close to him. If | can get away from
him before he can catch, me I'll be good.

| walk down the side of the road, making my way home. Or maybe | should head to
the park and throw Matthias off. He probably thinks I’'m going home, and if he sees
that 1I’'m not, he won’'t know where | am. | quickly change directions, keeping my
head down.

“You didn't really think you could get away from me, did you?’ Matthias asks,
walking right next to me.

Groaning, my head tips back as| look up at the sky. How did he already find me?
“Do you have atracker on me or something?’ | ask, looking at Matthias.

“No, and even if | did, | wouldn’t tell you,” he replies. “But right now | don’t. You
are predictable in what you are going to do. | figured you wouldn’t be going home, so

| thought for a second. Then | saw you duck your head, and | just knew.”

Great. Why did | have to try to outsmart him? Why couldn’t | have just not gone and
been safe in my house?



“1 will always find you,” Matthias whispers in my ear. “Wherever you go, | go. You
cannot hide from me.”

“I cantry,” | mutter.

“Yes, you can try, but you will fail. I hunt people for aliving. | will always find you.”
My mouth hangs open as | look at him. He hunts people for aliving?

| can’t think about that now. | need to have faith that | can get away from him. | need
to believe that there is a chance, a possibility of getting out of his reach and living my
life.

“But don’t worry, | don’t think you are going to try to run away from me. Y ou are too
good for that.” He wraps his arm around me, holding me close to him as we walk
toward the park. “But | also wouldn't be surprised if you did try to run away from

me. | can seethefirein your eyes.”

I’m happy he can see my determination. | want him to, but | also don’'t know if it'sa
good thing. Does he know that | am planning on leaving?

He can’t possibly know that.

“What’ s wrong?’ Matthias gently asks, the back of hisfinger trailing down the side of
my cheek. “What’ s got you all quiet and tense?’

| shake my head, pulling away from his hand. | don’t need him touching me and
changing my mind. Histouch islight and caring, but | know heisn’t agood man.

Will | ever be able to get over that?



Yes.

| already am, but do | want to? | don’t know. | shouldn’t want to get over al the red
flags heis giving. | should be running for the hills, begging people to help me.

“No, that’s now how this works,” Matthias tells me. “You are going to talk to me.
Y ou are going to tell me. No secrets between us.”

| look at him like he's crazy. “No secrets between us? Y ou haven't been forthcoming
with alot of things.”

“But everything I’ve told you is the truth.

Y ou don’t need to know anything else right now.

All you need to know is to wear the bracelet when you are out, so you are protected
when |I’'m not with you.

| need you to do that for me so | don’t worry about you al the time.

" Matthias cups the side of my face. “Do you think you can do that?’

| open and close my mouth several times. It's a small thing for me to do and doesn’t
cost me anything extra.

“It's not an ownership thing?’ | ask. “Like me wearing it shows the other men not to
come near me?’

| don’'t know if that is athing, but if it is, I'm not wearing it. Matthias isn’t the man
for me, and I’'m not going to wait around for him to change; he won't, and | shouldn’t
want to be with him.



“First, you are not getting with any other men, so you should not be concerning
yourself with them.” His voice drops an octave.

“Second, no, it’s not something to scare off other men.

It's protection in case something happens to you.

They will see the bracelet and know not to touch you, or they will have to deal with
the Montgomery Syndicate. ”

My whole body stills as he says those words. No. He can’'t possibly be part of that
group.

“Adalisa?’ he asks.

“What did you just say?’ | whisper.

“1f something happens like a robbery?>—"

“After that,” | interrupt him.

His fingers grip my chin, keeping my head in place as we make eye contact. “Do
not... do not interrupt me or there will be consequences. Do you understand me?”’

| don’t say anything, not caring about anything but what he just said.

“Do you understand me, Adalisa?’ he asks again.

“Yes,” | reply, not knowing what I’m actually agreeing to.

Matthias searches my face for several seconds before he lets me go.



“Like | was saying. If something happens like a robbery and you are wearing the
bracelet, they will know not to touch you or they will have to dea with the
Montgomery Syndicate,” he reiterates.

“Those last two words,” | mumble, my whole body feeling weak.

This can’t be happening.

“Montgomery Syndicate,” Matthias repeats, realization flashing across his face. “Ah,
you'’ ve heard about them.”

| weakly nod. I've heard about them al right. Who hasn't? They are one of the
notorious groups in New York City. It aways makes me wonder when I'm walking

down the street if anyoneis part of them.

“We are ruthless. We all like to kill, but we don’'t hurt innocent people. We help
them,” Matthias says after sometime. “Y ou don’t have to be afraid of me.”

“1 don’t have to be afraid of you?’ | slowly ask, trying to see if he is playing a trick
on me.

“You never have to be afraid of me,” he gently says, cupping my cheek. “We are
together. We are meant for each other, and nothing will stop us from being together.”

| pull my face from his hand and take a step back from him. No. | can’'t do this.
“Adalisa,” hewarns.
“1’m going home, and you aren’t going to follow me. Y ou are going to stay far away

from me. | don’t want to see you. | sure as hell don’t want to talk to you either, so just
leave me aone.” | glare at him.



Matthias takes one big step toward me, grabbing my neck and keeping me in place.
My eyes go wide as | look around, waiting for someone to rescue me from this crazy
man, but everyone looks away and pretends they don’t see us.

His grip around my throat is firm, cutting off alittle airflow, but | know it could be a
lot worse.

“You don’'t get to tell me what to do,” he growls, his face inches from mine. “You are
mine, and | am yours. We will always be together. The only thing that can separate us
IS death.”

“N-no,” | whisper, taking a deep breath in.

His fingerstighten alittle. “You don't get to tell me no.”

Matthias lets go of me and pulls me in, wrapping his arms around me. | melt into his
body, loving the heat coming off him and the way his arms feel around me, keeping
me safe. | should be fighting him and trying to get away, but a couple of seconds

won’'t hurt me.

“Now, I’'m going to walk you home and make sure you get in there safely. When you
leave your apartment next, | want you to wear the bracelet,” he gently says.

It'sweird hearing Matthias talk thisway. He is anything but gentle, and it almost puts
me at unease.

“Good. Now, normally | don't like to say this, but as we walk back to your apartment,
| want you to eat the muffin and drink your coffee. Don't get used to it. You won't be

walking and eating ever again. Not unlessit’s absolutely necessary,” he tells me.

“You could just carry me,” | mumble, not brave enough to say it any louder.



Do | want to continue to have his arms wrapped around me? Absolutely. But should
I? No. With every second he has his arms wrapped around me, | feel myself
succumbing to whatever he wants.

If he asked me to move in with him while he was holding me, | would probably say
yes. | wouldn’'t be able to say no, not when | feel the safety and comfortableness of
his arms wrapped around me.

It's everything | wanted in life and hoped for as a little kid. To feel safe and
comfortable for the rest of my life. | never thought | was going to have it, but maybe
with Matthias | will.

No.

Thisis not going to happen. | am not going to get with him, no matter what. | need to
keep reminding myself that, so | don’t wake up one day in his house unable to leave.

“If that’s what you want,” isall he says before I’m in the air, his arms underneath and
around me. “Eat and drink like agood girl while | walk usto your apartment.”
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ADALISA

W orry churns inside me as | pace up and down the side of the store. Where is
Margery? Why isn’t she answering any of my texts or calls? It's been aweek since |
heard from her, and I’ m starting to get worried.

I’ ve tossed and turned with the idea of going to the cops and seeing if they can find
her, but what if that gets her into even more trouble? What if she is in a dangerous
situation and the police make it worse?

What if | go to the police, and Matthias thinks I’'m going to talk about him, and
something happens to me? Yeah, I’'m not going to the police. There are too many
variables, and | don’t want to risk my or Margery’slife.

But where could she be?

| press the call button one more time, lifting it to my ear, and waiting for her to
answer.

“Please pick up,” | whisper to myself. “Please be okay and pick up the phone.”

| need her to be al right. | need her to be alive and safe. Maybe she is just on alittle
vacation, and she will be back soon. “Y ou’ ve reached Margery. I’m not at the phone,
but please leave a message and I'll get back to you as soon as possible,” Margery’s

voice says through the phone.

Voicemail.



Agan.

Groaning, | close my eyes and take a deep breath. Maybe she really did check herself
into a facility to get better. That has to be the reason she isn't answering her phone.
There can’'t be any other reason. | won’'t accept it.

Margery isn’t dead.

Margery hasn’t been kidnapped.

That iswhat | am choosing to believe until | find her.

Alive.

Without thinking, | grab the store keys, my purse, and walk out of the building,
locking up behind me. if Margery isn’'t going to contact me, then | am going to find
her. She would do the same thing if | were in her situation.

“Where should | go first?” | mutter to myself.

| know there is an in-patient therapy center down the road | have been checking out. |
sent her the details. Maybe she got the website information and looked it up? | don’t
know, but I’'m going to check there first.

As | head toward the place, | keep myself vigilant, making sure no one is following

me. If Margery has gotten into a bad situation, | need to make sure | keep myself safe
to find her.

The closer | get to the facility, the fewer people | see walking down the street. Maybe
| should have waited until | had someone to go with me. But who would have gone
with me to this place? We're not in the best part of town, and I’ ve heard rumors about



the area.

Y eah, it does sound bad when | recommended it, but all the reviews online said they
were amazing. | just want Margery to get better so she can live her life to the fullest
and get over Ethan.

That’sall | want for Margery.

| want her to be happy. | want her to find another man to spend the rest of her life
with; a man who will cherish and make her feel special.

An uneasy feeling washes over me as | stand outside the center. Maybe | shouldn’'t do
this. Maybe | should try somewhere else. Margery wouldn’t have come here without
telling me unless she absolutely needed to and couldn’t tell me or someone else called

and got her taken here.

Reaching into my bag, | grab the silver bracelet and dip it on, feeling the weight of it
around my wrist, reminding me who gave it to me.

| don’'t think this is going to save me if anything happens, but if Matthias finds out
I’m here without the bracelet, | feel like something is going to happen.

He keeps threatening to punish me, but he hasn’t yet.

At thisrate, | don’t think he's going to.

He seems to be all talk and no action, which is fine by me. Just means | can get away
with alot of things. Wait. All talk and no action. That means he won't actually come

after meif | leave and disappear.

“Oh, thisis perfect,” | whisper to myself.



Happiness blossoms inside of me at the thought. This will be perfect. First, I'm going
to find out what happened to Margery, and then I’m going to go into hiding until
Matthias gives up on me. It's perfect.

Taking a deep breath, | head into the facility.

“Hello,” A smiling woman stands behind the desk. “What can | do for you?”’

An uneasy feeling falls over me as | get closer to the reception desk. Something isn't
right here, but | continue forward. This is for Margery. | need to make sure she is
okay and not somewhere else.

“1I"m looking for someone, and | think she might be here,” | cautiously say.

The girl just blinks at me, and | clasp my hands in front of me, clenching them tight
as | wait for her to talk. But she doesn’t. She continues staring at me as if I've grown
two heads and don’t know what I’ m doing.

| don’t.

“Her name is Margery, and I'm now realizing I’m a shit friend because | don’t know
her last name.” My shoulders sag. “But you have probably heard of her, or well, her
ex-boyfriend. Ethan. He died in a horrific car crash several years ago.”

The woman's eyes sightly widen before going back to normal.

“She says she keeps seeing him, so | told her to check your facility out so she could
get some sleep for a couple of days and get regulated again,” | ramble.

“1 haven't heard from her, and | just need to see whether sheishere or isn’t so | can
stop stressing or continue to stress and look for her in other places. ”



| run my hand through my hair, and | watch as her eyes stay on my bracelet the whole
time. Is she part of Matthias' world? Does she know what this bracelet is, or is she
just admiring it?

“Margery, yes, | think | do know someone is here with that name,” the kind woman
sweetly replies. “Let me check to see what room sheisin and if you are permitted to
see her.”

“Adalisa is my name,” | offer. “I should be on there. We are all we have to each
other.”

| don't know why | told her that, and | fedl like | shouldn't have. It is private
information.

The girl types on the computer, clicks around, before looking back up at me. “Yes,
we do, and you are on the list. Let's get you to a room and then we'll grab her for

you.
A smile blossoms on my face, and | sighin relief. “Thank you so much.”

“Don’t mention it. Please, follow me,” she says, walking behind the desk.

| follow her down a cold and darker hallway, the uneasy feeling growing in my

stomach with each step | take. Several nurses walk out of rooms, staring right at me
and smiling before looking at my wrist.

Creepy.

But | continue to walk toward wherever the lady is taking me. Why do they keep
looking at my wrist? Why are they smiling at me strangely?



“How long do you think it will take for you to get her?’ | ask as she leads me into a
room. “| have somewhere | need to be in an hour. People are expecting.”

Lies, but I’'m not going to let her know that. The uneasy feeling still hasn’t left, and |
need her to know that people will be looking for me. Who? | don’t know. Matthias
definitely will when he realizes that I've gone. Maybe he'll get worried and rescue
me from this placeif | need it.

But that'sif | need it.

This place could just be sketchy and nothing happens. Maybe I'm just working
myself up about something that isn’t going to be a problem.

Taking adeep breath, | look at the girl as| stand at the door.

“So, how long do you think it will be?’ | ask. “I just need to make sure that | tell
people I'll belateif it's going to take longer than expected.”

| grab my phone out of my bag and turn it on. Who would | text to make it seem like
I’m messaging someone? If they have Margery’s phone, | can't text her. The only
other people | have in my phone are Matthias and my boss. | can’t text my boss, and
I’m definitely not texting Matthias.

| take a step into the room and sit in the chair.

“It will only take a couple of minutes for us to get him,” she replies, walking to the
door.

“Him?’ My eyebrows furrow. “Margery isn’'t aguy.”

“Oh, sorry. | didn’t mean him, | meant her . We'll get her and bring her to you. You



just sit tight in here.” She smiles and walks out of the room, shutting the door behind
her and locking it.

Wait.

Locking it?

| suck in abreath as| stare at the door. There must be areally good reason for locking
it. Maybe some patients don’t like an unlocked door, or they are trying to keep me
safe? | don’t know.

Wrapping my arms around myself, | slowly let out the breath to try and calm myself.
Everything is going to be okay. | don’t have anything to worry about because they are
going to come with Margery in a couple of minutes, and everything is going to be
fine.

But as the minutes pass, and they still haven’t come with Margery, my pulse picks up.
Shit. What have | gotten myself into? | shouldn’t have come here aone. | shouldn’t
have told Margery to come here. What was | thinking?

Turning my phone on, | pull up Matthias' name. Should | call him and ask him to
come get me? | shouldn’t be contacting him, but he is the only person | know who
can get me out of here. | press his name, but it immediately ends the call.

“What?’" | whisper to myself.

Looking at the top right corner, | curse when | realize | don’'t have any reception in
here. How am | going to get in contact with him?

| jump out of my chair and walk to the door, banging on it, and hoping someone
hears.



“Hello! Anyone there?’ | cry out. “I really do need to go. | have people waiting for
me.”

Silence.

| try the door handle, hoping and praying my mind was playing tricks on me when |
heard it lock. The door doesn’t budge, and my heart sinks.

I’m locked in here with no reception to call anyone for help.

Am | going to be stuck in here for the rest of my life? What have | done?

| walk over to the side of the room and lean against the wall, sliding down until I'm
sitting with my eyes fixed on the door.

Thisisn’'t good. How could | have been so foolish to think that everything was going
to be al right?

Why couldn’t | have listened to my gut and not walked into the place?

| should have messaged Matthias or someone else about me coming in here, so they
would have known.

Now no one knows.

“Shit,” | whisper, tears pooling in my eyes. “How could | be so dumb?’

Pulling my legs up to my chest, | lean my head on my knees. Everything is going to
be okay. They are going to bring Margery to me, and then I’'m going to leave.

I’ll have to figure out how to get Margery out of here. Maybe | can strike a deal with



Matthias to help me get her out of here. That is, if sheisactualy hereand if | get out.

Matthias has to be looking for me. If heis this obsessed with me and wants me as his,
he won't let me disappear for several hours without trying to find me. At least | have
that on my side.

Keysjingle, but | don’t get up. | don’'t want to get my hopes up right now, not when |
am on the brink of breaking down. Maybe that’s what they want. They want me to
break so they can say they have to keep mein here.

No, I’m not going to do that.

But as the door opens, my eyes go wide as | stare at the figure in front of me.

“Little bit,” he says with asmile.
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MATTHIAS
“ T hat went better than expected,” | sitin my chair and relax.

Rogan wasn't there to disrupt anything, and everything went according to plan.
Smooth and flawless.

“We are getting better at it.” Ethan lowers to the seat beside me. “Let’s just hope we
can keep it that way.”

| chuckle. “You know this next step isn’t going to be easy.”

It never is and it never will be. These girls are absolutely petrified, and having big
men around them doesn’'t help, but they will understand eventually. Most of them
come around fairly quickly since we have some older girls who have stayed to help

with the transition.

Ethan groans. “Don’t remind me. It's been a couple of days, and | have yet to hear
anything from Jason.”

“1’ve aready texted him to come up and give us areport. | figured you would want to
hear from him,” | tell him.

He smiles. “Y ou know me too well.”

“You insult me by thinking that | don’t.”



Wefal into silence for afew moments before Ren and Jason walk into the room.
“Have the girls given you any trouble?’ Ethan inquires.

| look at Jason, studying his face to see if heis going to tell us the truth. Ethan trusts
him and has known him for years, but thisis unlike Jason to wait several daysto give

areport about the girls. Thistimeis critical, which he knows.

“Just the usual couple of girls who haven't been in long. They’ll soon figure out they
don’t need to act out,” he replies.

“And you couldn’t have come to me with that information yesterday?’ Ethan asks.

“Yeah, Jason. Tell him why you couldn’t have come yesterday or the day before,”
Ren chuckles.

| look between the two. What has been going on? Why is Ren laughing and pushing
Jason to the wolf?

Jason glares at Ren before turning to Ethan. “I got carried away.”

| whistle. Oh, that is not going to fly with Ethan. Ethan likes to know everything that
IS going on with his operations. He likes to be in the know and be in control of
everything.

“Doing what exactly?’ Ethan asks.

Jason’s cheeks go red. “With one of the women who came in the shipment.”

My eyebrowslift as| look at him. He has taken an interest in one of them women?



“How?”

“She knew my sister, and we hit it off. We talked about my sister,” Jason says
quietly.

“That’ s not the only thing you talked about,” Ren chimesin.

“You were there?’ Ethan asks.

“Not the whole time, but toward the end, | was. Our boy has found somebody he is
interested in. The girl is interested in him. Pretty, too. If she doesn't go for him, |

might go for her,” Ren teases.

“Don’t fucking talk about her like that! She's a human being! Show her some respect!
Over my dead body are you getting with her!” Jason roars.

Ethan whistles and shakes his head. Jason is definitely more interested in this girl
than heisletting on. By that reaction, heisreally interested in her.

“See, he likes her.” Ren shrugs and laughs.

“Have you put her in a different room to the others?’ Ethan asks.

Silence fills the room as we all think about what happened years ago. Poor Bellamy.

“Not yet. | haven't asked her whether she would like that,” Jason replies.

“lI know | can’t stop you, and I’'m not going to. But just be careful. We don’'t know
how long she has been trafficked. Just be careful,” Ethan tells him.

| hope Jason knows what he is doing. | don’t want him to go through the same thing



Bellamy did all those years ago. He hasn't been the same since, and | don’t think he's
ever going to be okay.

“1 know. You don’'t have to preach to me. | was there when Bellamy found her body.”
Jason waves his hand in the air. “I’m going to check in with her daily because | don't
want that to happen.”

| hope it doesn’t for his sake. We don’'t need him retreating into himself.

| still can’t stop thinking about Jason finding his girl. We don’t know how long she
was trafficked for and how much mental damage has been done.

For Jason’s sake, | hope she wantsto live badly enough.

My phone buzzes, pulling me from my thoughts. | groan and pull it out of my pocket.

“Why isthe facility calling me?’ | mumble to myself.

“ Thefacility?’ Ethan asks, his eyebrows pulling together. “We don’t have anyone in
there right now.”

We use afacility to get information out of people every oncein awhile. It's easy, and
al our equipment is there. We haven't used it in a while, but we still make monthly
donations, so they don’t talk, and so we have accessto it at any point.

“This better be good,” | growl into the phone when | pick it up.

“Go teach them a lesson. The owner is getting to be a prick and demanding more
money to keep his mouth shut,” Ethan tells me. “If he is, make it known that we can
and will kill him at any point and take over. We're doing him a favor by paying him
when we don’t need to.”



| grunt. Ain’t that the truth. | was skeptical in the beginning when Ethan wanted to
pay him instead of just killing him and taking over. The owner isn’t innocent, and we
would be doing New York City a service by taking him out.

“Isthis Matthias?’ afemale voice asks.

“You know it is. Now what the fuck do you want?’ | growl once again, my patience
wearing thin.

“We have awoman in aroom here,” she starts off. “ She is blonde and fairly tall.”

“What's her name?’ | ask. “I don’t know any woman who is there. We didn’t send
anyone.”

“Y-you didn’t?’

| close my eyes and take a deep breath. | am supposed to be leaving soon to get to
Adalisa. | have awhole night planned with her, and this phone call isruining it.

It seems like every single time | want to leave to be with Adalisa, something comes
up. It's like the universe knows how badly | want her and is making it harder for me
to actually get her.

Adaisais mine.

| will do everything in my power to get her one way or the other. No one is going to
keep me from her.

“Do they want more money?’ Ethan asks, leaning back in his chair.

| shake my head and pull the phone away from my ear. “No, they have a girl there.



Blonde, tall.”

Why are they calling me about some girl?

Every person we send there, we personally deliver.

No one walks in that we are going to hurt, and we very rarely obtain information
from girls.

Not unless they are a crimina who has done something grave.

But even then, most of them will talk before we even touch them.

“Isn’t your girl blonde and tall?’ Ethan looks at me.

| narrow my eyes on him. “Yes, but she wouldn’'t be there. She has no reason to be
there.”

“She did tell Margery to visit if she was till having halucinations,” Ethan says.
“Though they weren't hallucinations, but your girl doesn’t know that, does she?’

Turning away from Ethan, | pull the phone back to my ear. “What is her name?’

“She was wearing a silver bracelet. The one you told us to watch out for,” the girl
says.

It can’t be Adalisa. Ethan and | have given several people silver bracelets. It could be
anyone.

“What is her fucking name?’ | growl. “1 won't ask again.”



Silence fills the room as | wait for her to answer. How do they not know the girl’s
name? Why don’t they know her name?

Because we told everyone with those bracelets to get them somewhere safe and ask
guestions later. They are just doing their jobs, but when it comes to Adalisa, they
need to do a better job.

“Adalisa,” the girl finally whispers, and the blood drains from my face.

No fucking way.

“Shit. Keep her there and don’t you dare fucking touch her. | will be there to collect
her soon,” | growl into the phone before hanging up.

What is Adalisa doing there? Why did she think it was okay to go into a facility like
that and get caught?

“So, I'm taking it your girl is there?’ Ethan chuckles. “You are going to have your
hands full with that one.”

“No joke,” | mumble. “But | wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Adaisa is mine, handful or not. And | wouldn’'t trade her for the world. She is
precious.

“Are you going to go get her?’ Ethan asks. “Or are you going to let her sit in for a
while?’

It briefly crossed my mind to let her wait for a couple of hours so she would learn her
lesson, but the sooner | get to her, the sooner | get to be near her. “If you need
anything, find someone else before asking me,” | say as | rush out the door.
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ADALISA

| stare at Matthias in shock. How does he know I’'m here? How did he figure out
where | was so quickly?

“l thought you said you didn't do anything to her.” Matthias looks behind him
angrily. “I told you not to do anything to her.”

My eyebrows pinch together. What does he mean? He knew | was here the whole
time? How is that possible?

“We did nothing but place her in the room,” the receptionist answers.
“You locked meinaroom!” | raise my voice, but don’t get up from the floor.

|s Matthias going to get me out of here? Is he going to rescue me, or is he going to
|leave me here for hours?

| suck in a breath at the thought. | won’t be able to survive being in here any longer.
No, | will go absolutely mad if he leaves me in here. But maybe that’s what he wants.
Maybe Matthias wants me to go mad so that when he comes to finally collect me, I'll
do whatever he says.

“You did nothing to her?’ Matthias repeats.

“We only placed her in this room. She asked about Margery, and then | saw the
bracelet. You said to get anyone with the bracelet to a room and call you,” the



receptionist replies.

“No,” he growls. “We did not say that. We said silver bracelets should not be placed
in rooms. The only people to be placed in aroom are people we bring in here.”

| look between Matthias and the receptionist. What is going on here?

“Bu-bu?—"

“No. From now on follow the fucking rules we gave,” Matthias glares at her before
walking toward me.

| push myself up against the wall and stare at him. What is his plan now? He kneels
in front of me, searching my body. Is he making sure they are telling the truth and
didn’t do anything to me? Part of me wishes now they had so | could see him go off
on them.

Matthias cups my face. “What did you think you were doing?’ he asks, his face full
of worry and rage. “What did you think you were doing by coming here?’

| open my mouth to tell him why | was there, but he stops me.

“No, don’'t say anything. | don’'t want to hear it right now,” he sighs. “We are going
home, and then we will have a discussion about it.”

He grabs my hand, leading me out of the room and down the hall. | don’t dare look
up at the staff, not wanting to see the smug looks on their face.

Home? We are going home? To his house or mine? | want to ask him, but | keep
quiet. He is furious, and | don’'t want to be on the receiving end of it. Matthias told
me he doesn’t hurt innocent people, but what is his definition of innocent?



| have done nothing wrong, but he could think that | have and try to hurt me.

Matthias marches me out of the building and straight toward his car, helping me in.
Before | can even reach for my seatbelt, he has it fastened around me.

| messed up.

But how was | supposed to know going there would end up like this? How was |
supposed to know when he hasn’t told me anything? | haven’t given him time to tell
me anything, so it is partly my fault. | don’t want anything to do with him, and I've

been trying my hardest to avoid him.

“What the fuck do you think you were doing there?’ he asks, his voice is calm, but |
can hear a hint of anger init. “What were you doing there?’

“Looking for my friend,” | quietly reply, not wanting to anger him any more than he
already is. “I recommended the place to her when | found it online.”

What was | thinking?

And | still haven't found Margery.

“Your friend isn’'t there. Sheis safe.” Matthias white-knuckles the steering wheel.

| turn in my seat, my mouth hanging open as | look at him. “Y ou know my friend?’

“Yes, | do. Sheissafe,” isal he says.

“No, you don't get to tell me that you know my friend and she's safe. I've been

worried sick about her! | need to know where she is. | need to see her with my own
eyes,” | demand.



| haven’'t been a good friend to Margery. Letting her go on a vacation alone. Letting
her think that her dead ex-boyfriend was stalking her. | should have sat with her and
asked her if everything was all right. | should have been there for her, but | wasn't.

| wasn't there for her when she needed me.

“You don't get to stipulate things.” Matthias pins me with a glare. “You are not in
charge here. | am. Y ou won’t see her right now.”

“You can't do that!” | raise my voice. “I am my own person. | am responsible for
myself and her. Y ou cannot tell me that.”

Matthias doesn’'t reply, and | continue to look at him. Maybe if | stare enough, he will
get annoyed and finally answer.

“You will not see her today or tomorrow, and | won’'t change my answer.” Matthias
pulls up to a house. “Now, we are going to go inside and have a chat before you are

punished.”

“Punished?” | gulp.
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ADALISA

| "m ditting on the bed in Matthias' guest room as he sits in front of me on an
overstuffed chair. | don’t know how | got here. One second ago, | wasin the car.

What does he mean by “punished?’ Matthias is delusional if he thinks he can punish
me. No one punishes me. Not him. Not my parents. And not anyone.

“You can't hurt me,” | announce after several seconds of thinking.

| hate the silence, and | think Matthias knows that. We' ve been staring at each other
for afew minutes. It feels like hours, but | know it hasn’t been hours as it’s still light
outside.

“lI canand | will,” hereplies.

“Who gives you the authority to punish me?’

“1 gave myself authority because you know you need it. Do not try to deny it, ” he
points out. “And as for who says you need punishing, that would be me.”

“Why?" | shout, throwing my handsin the air.
He stares at me while | wait for him to answer. | have fantasized about someone

taking me over their knee several times, but I've never been brave enough to ask
anyone for it. Who would | ask anyway?



Matthias leans forward, gripping my chin with his fingers once again. | hate it when
he doesthis.

“Why?’ he slowly repeats my guestion. “Because you put yourself in danger. You
walked into that facility looking for your friend and didn’t even think about your own
safety.”

“H-how?>—"

“How do | know? | know you, Adalisa. | know that you are trying to find Margery
and you will do anything to find her,” he tells me. “I know that you will put your own
safety on the back burner that is unacceptable.”

“1 need to find her,” | whisper. “Sheisal | have left.”

“And now you know she is safe. When | am allowed to take you to her, | will, but
right now you can’'t see her.”

What does he mean when heis allowed to take me to her ?

“What you need to know is that putting yourself in danger is not okay. It will never
be okay. If you think something is going to be dangerous, then you will contact me
and | will decide what to do,” Matthias informs me. “When you walked up to the
facility, did you feel okay about the situation?”

| keep my face neutral. He can’t know | had a bad feeling before, can he? | didn't
give anything away.

“Did you?' he asks again. “And do not think about lying to me. It will only add to
your punishment.”



Sighing, | nod. “Yes,” | whisper.

“And yet you still decided to go in. At least you had the bracelet on.”

| wince at the mention of the bracelet. It's almost like they singled me out because |
had the bracelet on. It was like they took one look at my bracelet and heard me say
Margery’s name, and that was it. There were no more arguments or hearing me oui.
What if they hadn’t called Matthias?

“You need to be more careful,” Matthias says. “You can't go walking into places you
don’t know. That is dangerous, especially when you don’t know anything about the
operations going on in there.”

“I know,” | mumble.

| have learned my lesson. Don’t walk into strange places.

Margery needs me.

“What you did was naughty, putting yourself into danger. So after a spanking all will
be forgiven,” Matthias gently explains.

| stand and shake my head. “Y eah, no. | definitely don’t need a spanking.”

He raises an eyebrow, and it takes everything in me not to sit back down.

“Are you sure about that?’ he asks. “I think, deep down, you know you need a
spanking, but you don’t want to admit it.

Y ou don’t want to say the words aloud because it becomes real.



But | think you do want this, and you' ve wanted it for awhile. ”

“No.” My voice wavers, and | curse myself inside my head.

He caught me there. | do want a spanking, and | have for awhile.

To feel the love and care that someone is looking out for you and holding you
accountable?

It's been adream of mine. Not the whole spanking and pain aspect of it, though.

| don’'t want that, but | want to feel like someone actually cares for me and wants
what is best for me.

Matthias smiles as he looks at me. “Lies.”

| shake my head. Partial lies, but he doesn’'t need to know that.

“That will get you into more trouble. It will add to your tally,” Matthias informs me.

| bite the inside of my cheek, not believing him. ? I’ve never heard of that before in
the books I’ ve read.

Matthias grabs hold of my chin, and | clench my jaw. What is his obsession with
holding my chin?

“1t makes you focus on me,” hetells me.

“Did | say that out loud?’ | groan.

| need to get that under control. “I like it when you speak your mind,” Matthias



honestly says. “It helps me know what you are really thinking. Don’'t ever stop.”

That's easy for him to say. He gets to hear al of my thoughts, but he isn't the one
actually sayingit.

“I’m going to spank you and then you can have all the cuddles you want.” Matthias
keeps hold of my chin.

It's his favorite thing to do to me. Grab my chin and make sure | am looking at him as
he talks. It makes me so mad every single time he does it because | have to pay
attention to him even when | don’t want to.

“Take off your pants and underwear and then climb over my lap,” he instructs me.

“I’m not taking anything off.” | cross my arms over my chest and pull my chin out of
his grip.

| am not about to be half-naked in front of him while he spanks me. No way.

“1 don’t spank clothed bottoms,” Matthias says firmly, lifting an eyebrow.

“1 don’t get spanked while naked.”

| don’t get spanked, period.

“Not even when you want it to be a fun spanking?’ He tilts his head to the side. “So
sad. | thought about giving your nice ass a love tap next time we have sex.”

My face grows bright red as he continues to talk. | love it when guys spank my ass as
they fuck me, but | haven’'t had it happen in awhile. It's completely different to what
heis talking about right now.



“I didn't say | didn’'t like it for fun, but this spanking isn’t going to be something I'm
going to enjoy,” | point out.

“Punishment spankings aren’t fun, but they happen in the nude. You will not get
around that.” Matthias' voice is firm. “So, get out of your pants and underwear and
lie over my lap.”

| stand still as| look at him. I’m not going to do that. He can’t make me.

“One.” Matthiaslooks calm. “Two.”

My hands scramble as | yank my pants and panties down and throw myself across his
lap. Heaving in a breath, | try to calm my pulse but don’t succeed when his hand

touches my bottom.

“Shh, you're okay,” he whispers as he starts to rub my bottom. “Everything is going
to beall right.”

| snort. “Y ou' re about to spank me. Everything is not going to be all right. My bottom
IS going to be on fire soon.”

His body moves underneath me before | can hear the sweet sound of his chuckle.
“True, but after the spanking you are going to be all right. Y ou are going to thank me
for spanking you and giving you the release you need. Getting rid of all the guilt.”

“1 don’t know about that,” | mutter. “I don’t feel any guilt.”

Morelies. | feel alittle guilty, but that’s for failing Margery.

Matthias' hand stills on my bottom. “You don’t feel any guilt about putting yourself
in danger and getting caught up in a situation that could have been really dangerous?’



Okay, when he putsit like that, | do. Was he worried about me when he got the call?
Should | have been more conscious about what | was about to do? Yes, | should have
been, but how was | supposed to know that was going to go?

“1 think you do, but you don’t want to admit it.

| think deep down, you are feeling the guilt of putting yourself in danger and causing
me to worry when | got the call.

" Matthias starts to rub my bottom. “That’s okay, though, because this punishment is
going to help get rid of all of it.

After this spanking, al isforgiven, and the dateis clean. ”

“Really?’ | find myself asking.

“Yes, really. After this, | am going to hold you as you cry. Then we are going to
snuggle as much as you want.” His voiceis so tender and loving.

| still am not used to him sounding like that, but | am not mad about it either. It's a
side of him | don’'t think a lot of people see, and I’'m honored that | get to. Wait. |

should not be thinking he is sweet. He wants to claim me.

He has stalked me. | should be trying to get away from him, yet | keep finding myself
actively thinking about staying with him and being close to him.

What is wrong with me?

“Areyou ready?’ Matthias asks.
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“ 1 don’t think anyone is ever ready for a spanking.” | turn my head and try to look at
him, but | can't.

Without warning, Matthias' hand comes down on my bottom, making me cry out in
shock and pain. Mainly shock.

“You'reokay,” he says as he rubs my bottom.
| suck in abreath and tense, waiting for him to spank me again, but it never comes.
“Ha—" | start to say as Matthias peppers my bottom with more swats.

Yelling, | attempt to wiggle on his lap, trying to get away from his hand raining down
on my bottom.

“No!” 1 yell, kicking my feet.

“You can wiggle all you want, but you are getting this,” Matthias says as he
continues to spank me.

Tears form in my eyes as he moves to my sit spot. Pain radiates across my bottom as
he lands several more.

“Please!” | beg. “Please!”



“1 know. We're amost done.” He rubs my bottom for a second.

But | know better than to relax in hislap. Heisn't done yet.

“How much more?’ | whine, trying to roll off hislap, but hisarm pins mein place.
“Almost done,” he says. “ These last couple are going to be harder and faster.”

| open my mouth, ready to tell him no, but shriek when he starts spanking me again.
And true to his word, they were harder and faster than the ones before. Tears stream
down my face as he continues.

“Pl-please!” | cry, not wanting any more.

“Soon,” isall he says.

| sob as he lands several on my sit spot. My body goes limp as he spanks me a couple
more times. Matthias maneuvers me, pulling me to sit on his lap. Tears are streaming
down my face as he holds me against his chest, hands running up and down my back
while he rocks us from side to side.

| should be trying to get as far away as possible from him, but | need this cuddle.

| need to feel his arms wrapped around me and him telling me everything is okay.

| need to feel protected and loved. But | shouldn’t want that with him.

Not when heisn’'t agood person at al. | need to stay away from him, but | can do that
after we snuggle alittle longer.

“Shhh, you're okay. You took that punishment really well. All is forgiven now,” he



whispers into my ear. “l know it was a shock, but | needed to show you that I’m not
al talk.”

There goes my plan of leaving and him not doing anything. My shoulders sag in his
embrace, and | can’t help but let the tears fall alittle harder with those words. He will
follow through with punishments, which means if he wants me badly enough, he is

going to find me.

| have to try to get away from him so | can save myself because if he somehow sinks
his clawsinto me, then | don’t know how my life is going to turn out.

“You're okay,” he gently soothes. “I’m here. Just let it all out, and Daddy will catch
your tears.”

Caling him Daddy is on the tip of my tongue.

| so badly want to call him that, but | stop myself.

If | start doing that, | won't be able to stop myself from doing anything else with him.

| need to have some f self-control. “Such a good girl for taking your punishment so
well,” he praises.

“You were so brave, and I’m so proud of you. ”

He was proud of me for taking a punishment? Is he crazy?

| want to ask, but | don’t want him to explain and keep me here longer. | need to
leave as soon as possible so | can get out of New Y ork City.

Whenever Matthias is close to me, | can't seem to think about things properly.



Matthias would probably tell me there is nothing wrong with my mind constantly
being on him, but | beg to differ. | need to stay away from him and get a plan in order
to execute it perfectly.

“Let’s go fill your tummy with some food and then go to bed.” Matthias stands with
mein hisarms,

“1 need to go home,” | tell him, holding my breath as | wait for his answer.

Is he going to be mad at me for wanting to go home? Nerves run through my body,
making me nauseous as | wait for his answer. Why is he waiting so long? | know
Matthias would never physically hurt me.

“Why?’ hefinaly asks. “Why do you need to go home?’

“I have things to do,” | whisper. “I have to get ready for work tomorrow. | need to
write a report on why | closed early and come up with an excuse that my boss will
believe. She may not care, but she want to know why.”

My boss is the least of my worries. She wouldn’t care at al if | didn’t give her a
reason, but Matthias can’t know that, or else heisn’t going to let me go home.

“l need to get some sleep. I'm exhausted and a lot has happened in the past twelve
hours,” | honestly reply.

What | wouldn't do to sleep with his arms around me for the whole night and
possibly have him bring me pleasure as he wakes me up.

To feel safe and secure al night long. That would be the dream, but I’m not going to
voice it.



If he knows that’s what | want, he is never going to let me go.

If 1 spend the night here and then manage to get away from him, | don’t know if I'll
be able to sleep peacefully again.

| sigh. “I just need to wrap my brain around everything. | need to think things
through, and | can't do that around you.” My voice breaks when he doesn’'t speak. |

need to fill this silence. “I just need some time to myself so | can think about
everything. You aren’t making thinking easy.”

It feels good to get that off my chest. Let Matthias know that I’'m trying to deal with
everything. Does he think it doesn’t affect me at all?

“l don't likeit,” he mumbles, his hold on metightening alittle.

“1 don't like being held hostage either,” | retort. “One of usis going to have to givein
and it’snot me.”

| feel like Matthias wouldn’t let anyone else get away with talking to him like that.
But he needs to know he can't just walk all over me. | won't allow it.

| pull away from him so | can see his face. It's blank, no emotions at all, and I'm
annoyed.

“I"'m not giving up. | need timeto think,” | insist. “I need time to do the things | need
to do somelife admin. | can’t spend the night.”

I’m starting to worry that he is catching on to what I’ m trying to do.

No.



| need to believe that he doesn’'t unless he tells me. Maybe I'm just that good at
keeping it a secret, and he doesn’t suspect anything.

“Life admin? What in your life needs to get done?’ he asks, cocking his head to the
side.

| suck in abreath. What do | say?

“Well, Margery is one. She is part of my life, and | need to figure out where she is
and if sheisokay,” | tell him.

“Second, I’ m thinking about changing jobs.

Third, | have alot of laundry that needs to get done, or else my apartment is going to
start smelling, which | don’t want.

Do you want me to continue because | have other things on my to-do list?”

“Please, do.” He smiles.

“1 need to go grocery shopping and cook. | don’t enjoy take-out food much, and if |
don’t go grocery shopping tonight, | won’t have anything to eat.

| need to fix my leaky faucet and clean my bathroom,” 1 go on, making things up.

“1 have aschedule, and | stick to it. Y ou are not going to interrupt my schedule.”

“Your schedule?” Matthias raises an eyebrow. “lI don’'t remember you having a
schedule when | was watching you.”

Shit. Shit. Shit.



Abort. Abort. Abort.

I’ ve backed myself into a corner here.

“Well, it’s been in the past month. | don’t know how you’ ve missed it, but it’s there.
Someone told me that | need to stick to a scheduleif | want to improve my life. That |
may thrive off a schedule so | am trying it but they say you can’'t deviate from it or
else you haveto restart,” | ramble.

Matthias hums and looks at me. Does he believe me? | need him to so | can get out of
here and start my plan.

“Let me feed you first, and then | will drop you off at home myself,” Matthias finally
offers as he gently places me on the kitchen counter. | hiss and lean forward, trying to
aleviate the pain. “Stay where | put you. If you try to get off or move, | will give you
atimeout or another spanking.”

“l don't want to sit on my bottom right now,” | tell him. “I am perfectly capable of
standing and staying in one spot.”

He pins me with alook. “Y ou will not stand. Thiswill remind you not to put yourself
into danger. Feel the consequences of your actions.”

| cross my arms over my chest and pout. Will | actually learn from this? Probably not.
When it comesto Margery needing my help, my own safety will go out the window.

“Now, do you want a grilled cheese sandwich? Buttered toast? Some chocolate milk?
| have a strawberry if you prefer that,” Matthias lists. “I can make you a turkey

sandwich.”

“I’'m not hungry,” | mutter as my stomach grumbles. Groaning, | close my eyes and



wrap my arms around my stomach.

“You are going to eat, even if | have to feed you myself,” Matthias states.

My cheeks redden at the image of him feeding me. I’ ve never had someone feed me
since being a child. Someone taking care of me and us both enjoying every second of

It

“I'mredly fine. | just need to get home so | can do things,” | whisper, not looking at
him.

“1 think you want someone to feed you. | think you want it, but you don’t want to ask
for it,” Matthias suggests.

He pushes my legs apart and stands between them, getting closer to me. | suck in a
breath as he pulls me forward, my core hitting groin.

Don’'t think about it. Do not think about it.

“Adalisa, look at me,” Mathias firmly says.

But | don’'t dare. Not when we are so close, and | know | won't be able to say
anything but the truth if he asks me. No, | can’'t do this.

“Now,” he commands.

My head lifts, but before | can meet his gaze, | close my eyes. Matthias sighs and
cups my face.

“Open those pretty eyes of yours. Come on. You aren’t in any trouble. | just want to
talk,” he coos.



| don't fall for it, though. I can’t. He wants to talk, which means he will do the
talking, and | will somehow agreetoit all.

“Adalisa, everything is going to be okay,” he whispers. “Nothing bad is going to
happen.”

| feel like his definition of nothing bad isway different from mine.

Matthias rubs his thumb across my cheek. “I guess I’'m going to keep you here all
night, then. Open your eyes, and we can talk about things.”

| open my eyes and stare at him. | cannot stay with him all night.

“There sheis.” He smiles sweetly. “Let’ stalk about what you' re keeping from me.”
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M y eyes go wide. Does he know what I’ ve been planning in my head? | haven't told
anyone.

“Wh-what? | whisper.

“We're going to talk about what you are keeping from me,” he repeats, like he didn’t
stutter the first time.

“l ca-can explain!” | rush out.

Maybe if | tell him before he can say anything, he won't be as upset. Maybe if | give
him my reasoning, he' |l see what I’ m going through and take pity on me.

“l didn’t meanit!” | whisper-shout. “I really didn’t mean it!”
“Wow, Little bit. Take a deep breath. There is no reason for you to get worked up
about it,” he gently says, keeping afirm touch on my face. “We can work through it. |

know you don't like to eat things you haven’t prepared yourself.”

| blink several times as his words register. He isn't talking about me wanting to
escape. So that means he doesn’t know about my plan.

“1 wish you had told me.” He tilts his head to the right side a little. “I wish | had
realized it sooner.”



| open and close my mouth several times, not knowing what to say. | was sure he was
going to be mad at me for trying to escape. | thought he was on to me, but he wasn't,
and now | don’t know what to do. My brain istrying hard to catch up, but it'slikeit’s
short-circuited.

“Adalisa.” Hisvoice is smooth and low.”“ Come back to me.”

“Hmm?’ | look into his eyes.

“Thereyou are,” he whispers. “What were you just thinking?’

“l don't know.” Tears form in my eyes. “Everything is a big, jumbled mess in my
mind right now.”

He holds my face, his thumb rubbing my cheek every couple of minutes. “Just take a
deep breath in, hold it, and slowly let it out. Good girl. Let’s do it one more time.
Deep breath in. Hold it. Now, slowly let it out. Such a good girl for me. Do you feel
better?’

| nod and lean into his hand. It should be a crime to make me feel this good with a
simple touch. It should beillegal.

“Now, why you didn’t tell me you didn’t like to eat food that you haven't prepared?”’
he asks.

How does he know?

“1’ve been watching you. | know things about you,” he whispers. “Did you eat the
food | had delivered that my ma made?’

| look away from him. The food smelled so good, but | didn’t eat it. | wanted to so



badly, but after his mother sided with him and told me not to fight and just givein, |
knew | couldn’t. What if she had put something in it? | wasn't going to take a chance
on that.

“Adalisa, it'sal right. I'm not going to get angry with you,” Matthias gently says. “If
anything, | should be saying sorry to you. | had no idea you didn’t like to eat food
you hadn’t prepared yourself.”

No one does. Even Margery doesn’t know it. I've kept it from her for years, and |
want to keep it that way. There are only a select few people who | trust enough to eat
from without thinking, and most of them are dead now.

“Come on, Addy. You're okay. You can speak freely,” Matthias encourages me.

“I didn't eat it.” | look away briefly. “I couldn’t, no matter how good it smelled.”
“Canyou edt it if you watch someone preparing it?” Matthias asks.

I’ve never tried it, and | really don’t want to. To know that | could blink and he could
put something in it. Or he could change some seasoning to something | haven't tried
before.

“l don’t think so0,” | whisper, shuddering at all the.

“Where did this come from?’ Matthias rubs his thumb across my cheek as we stare
into each other’s eyes.

| yank my head out of histouch and shake my head. | can’t talk about this.

“Adalisa, you're safe here,” he whispers. “I will keep you safe.”



“No,” | force out.

“What happened to make you this anxious about food?” He keeps asking questions.

Tears prick my eyes as | stare at him. | don’t want to talk about this. | don’t want to
reliveit.

“You're okay.” Matthias pulls me into his embrace. “But we're going to work
through this.”

| shake my head against his chest. What if | don’t want to work through this?

“Can you tell me if this has always been a thing or if something happened to cause
it?” Matthias is persistent.

| suck in a deep breath and whisper, “ Something happened.”
| grab his shirt and hold on tight. | really don’t want to be talking about this, but the
words just tumble out of my mouth. It’s like my brain and body know that Matthiasis

safe.

“Good girl,” he praises. “Good girl for answering my question. I’m so proud of you.
If you want to tell me more, you can, but you don’t have to.”

| clench my jaw and close my eyes tightly. | don’t want to talk about it, but once |
open my mouth, it's all over.

“Someone used to put metal shavings into my food, almost like a powder, so | didn’t
know and couldn’t tell anyone.

It went on for awhile until | started to get sick.



" My voice trembles as | talk. “I didn’t know why | was getting sick, and they didn’t
want me to go to the doctors.

Said | had just gotten a cold, but | had afeeling it wasn’t just that. ”

“Adalisa” His oneword holds so much sadness.

“l didn’t know what to do. | was so young, but | had a gut feeling that | wasn't
getting better.

So one day, when they were gone, | went to the next door neighbors and asked them
if they could take me to the hospital,” | explain.

Everything flashes in front of my eyeslike it happened yesterday.

“They didn’t need any convincing from my appearance. | looked almost dead.”

| take a deep breath and hold onto Matthias. Why did | have to open my mouth? Why
couldn’'t I have been persistent and said | wasn't going to talk about it? Why couldn’t
| have been strong?

| haven't ever talked about this since it happened. | asked the neighbor, they stayed
with me, and then the police. That was it. No one else knows, and | planned to keep it
that way.

“What happened next?’ Matthias asks, running his hand through my hair.
“They ran a lot of tests on me and found out what was wrong. | don’t remember

everything, but the police showed up and asked me alot of questions. They arrested
the perpetrator. | believe they are still in prison...” My words trail off.



| haven't checked in along time to see if they are still in prison. | am an adult now,
and they can’'t do anything to me. They are no longer part of my life.

“And after that?’ Matthias presses.

“1 was in and out of the hospital for awhile. | wouldn't eat or drink anything because
that’s how they put poisoned me. | didn’t want to eat or drink because | was scared it
was going to happen again.” | shiver in hisarms.

Matthias holds me tighter against him and | heave in a deep breath. Recovery was
awful for me. | lost so much weight, weight | couldn’t afford to lose but | had.

“They admitted me into hospital once and put a feeding tube down my throat. If |
wasn't going to eat, they were going to force feed me so | didn’'t wither away,” |
whisper.

“It took me a while to finally be able to eat again. It took a lot of talking to a
speciaist. When | realized if | bought food and cooked everything myself, | was
better. But only because | lived alone and knew no one else could tamper with
anything.”

Margery has never been in my apartment. | know she wouldn’'t do anything to my
food, but any time she wants to hang out, we always go to her house. Now Matthias
has been in my apartment and | don’t know how many times.

Has he tampered with my spices? There is no way for me to know if he has, and |
don’'t know if | would trust hisword on it.

| would trust him if he told me he hadn’t messed with anything and that’ s what scares
me. | shouldn’t trust Matthias.. But | do.



“And you haven't tried letting anyone cook while you watch? Not even if everything
Is unopened?’ Matthias inquires.

“No, and | don’t know if | should or would,” | reply honestly.

That isalevel of trust | don’t have with anyone. | don’t think I’ll have it with anyone,
which I’ve come to accept. It makes my life so much simpler. | don’'t have to
constantly think or worry if they have done anything.

“One day we are going to try it. When you are ready, but we will,” Matthias
confidently says. “We will go grocery shopping and you can touch everything in the
store. You will keep an eye on it all and you can watch as | cook it all for you at my
house.”

Matthias pulls back and looks at me. He looks deadly serious when we make eye
contact and | know he istelling the truth. There is no way heis bluffing on this.

“But it won't be today. | know you aren’t ready for that,” he says before kissing my
forehead. “1 have an important question now, and | need you to answer me honestly.
Can you do that?’

“Yes?' | reply hesitantly.

“Who did thisto you?’
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A dalisa shakes her head, and | grit my teeth. | am going to find out.
“Adalisa,” | growl.

“No.” She shakes her head again. “He is gone. He is out of my life. He's in prison or
he' s dead. Either way, heisout of my life.”

He.
The person who poisoned her isamale. That narrows it down alittle, but not by alot.
“1 will know eventually. | want you to tell me who poisoned you,” | demand.

“And what are you going to do when you find out? He's in prison. He is living in a
cell and I’'m perfectly fine with that,” she replies.

“I’'m not.”

Her eyebrows shoot up as she looks at me in surprise. I’'m not okay with knowing the
person who almost killed Adalisa, my love, is alive. He should be six feet under. He
should be tortured and go through an agonizing death for putting Adalisa through that

torrid ordeal.

He needs to suffer.



By my hands or someone in prison, | do not care, but he will suffer. All I need to do
if find him.

“I’m not telling you. Y ou don’t need to do anything,” Adalisafinally huffs.

“1 don’'t need to, but | want to and I’'m going to,” | tell her. “You can tell me, or | will
find out. Either way, something is happening.”

I’ll have to tell Ethan what I’m planning in case something comes back on us. | don't
plan on anything happening to us or our loved ones, but you can never be too careful.

Adalisa opens and closes her mouth several times.

“You can think about it and give me his name when you are ready, but just know |
will be looking into it. | will find out with or without you,” | confirm. “If you don’t
want to know anything, that’s fine, but if you do then | can tell you what will happen
when | find him.”

She stares at me, and | know I've just unloaded a heap of information on her.
Probably wasn't the best idea after she told me everything, but | need her to know

that there will be repercussions to him.

| can't help but feel the rage inside of me as | think of him poisoning her.
Unacceptable.

“You can't do anything,” she whispers.

“And why not?’ | place both of my hands on the counter on either side of her, boxing
her in. “Why can’t | do anything?’

“Be-because he is in prison and you are here. You can’'t go into the prison and kill



him. You'll end up in prison, too. You don't need to do anything because he is
already suffering for what he did to me,” she explains.

“He hasn't suffered enough,” | tell her matter-of-factly. “I want him to suffer even
more than he already has. | need him to suffer more and know that what he did to you
IS unacceptable.”

It is about taking care of Adalisa, but it’'s also setting an example. Not everyone will
be afraid, but maybe it will discourage a couple of people who were thinking about
trying something so heinous.

“l don’'t.” She pauses. “I don’'t know what to say.”

“Then don’t say anything. | will take care of it al. You just need to tell me what his
nameis. | will do therest.” | cup her face with my hands. “Tell me hisname so | can
go take care of him.”

She stares at me, and | know then sheisn’t going to tell me.

“That’s okay. | like achallenge. But don’t be surprised when | find him.”

Adalisa nods and looks away from me.

“Let’sgo get you home so you can eat and get settled.” | kiss her forehead again.

If | could have Adalisa strapped to me so | could give her forehead kisses all the time,
| would. But it would be impractical.

| help Adalisa off the counter and lead her toward my car.

| don’t want her to go back to her apartment and be away from me, but she won't eat



here.

But that isn’t going to last long. She will be living in my house soon and she won't be
able to go back to her apartment.

I’ve already been speaking with her landlord, informing him that she will be moving
out soon.

Adalisaisn’'t going to like me, but she will seethat it’s for the better.

“Let’ s get you to your apartment.” | kiss her forehead once again as | buckle her in.

| lean against the chair as | look at Rolo.

“He' s dtill in prison?’ | ask.

Before | took Adalisa home, | texted Rolo to look into who was responsible for her at
the time.

“It was her brother, Gerard, who was taking care of her. Her parents weren't in the
picture, and he got mixed in with the wrong crowd,” Rolo says, not answering my
guestion.

| take a deep breath and grip the armrests.

“And heis dtill in prison?’ | ask again, my voice held slight annoyance.

“I'm getting to that,” Rollo quips, glaring at me. “It's not hard to get into their

system, but each institution has a different way of organizing things. It takes a little
bit of time.”



| hold my hands up and try to patiently wait for him to find out whether he is still in
prison or not.

“No, heisnot,” Rolo finally answers my question.

| stand and walk over to him. “What do you mean he isn't? | thought you said his
sentence was life.”

“1t was, but apparently he got out for good behavior. Said his sister was grown and he
wouldn’t go after her.”

And for some reason, | don’'t believe him. There are some things that you never do.
Killing off asibling is one of them.

“Find him. Now,” | instruct. “I want him found now so we can keep eyes on him. |
don’t trust him.”

“I"ll find him and then track his location. When | get that done, I'll let you know,”
Rolo informs me. “Otherwise, go home and relax. It might take a little while, and |
don’t want you over my shoulder asking me when | am going to get it.”

| raise my hand. “Okay, message received. I’ll just bug you every couple of minutes.”

Rolo glares at me again. “Don’'t you dare. | will shut down your phone without a
second thought. Do not test me.”

“1 wouldn’t dare,” | honestly reply. “I need my sleep. I'll be waiting for you to text

me.

“Now you sound like a woman waiting to hear back from me after a date,” Rolo
mutters.



“We could play that out if you want. Though you would be the her and | would be the
guy,” | chuckle.

Rolo glares at me once again before turning to his computer. Message received.
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| did not sleep well last night, and it is evident all over my face. Baggy, dark circles
under my eyes, and my skinis pale.

Great.

This is not what | want, but | couldn’t help but toss and turn last night. | wore the
bracelet again for Matthias, wanting to feel the pleasure, but it never came. | didn’t
fall asleep for more than a couple of minutes at atime.

Thisisnot what | needed.

| need to think of aplan to leave, but | don’t know what else to do.

I’ ve never done this before. | feel like | am missing some important things.

| don’t have enough money to get a new identity or move across the States.

But | do have enough money to get a new apartment in a different part of town where
the landlord won’t ask questions about me paying in cash every month.

Itisn'tideal sinceitisinapart of town that isn't safe, but | won't be leaving much.

Once | can secure it, I'll be telling my boss I'm going on vacation and won't be able
to work for at least two weeks.



That will give me enough time to get some new clothes, change my hairstyle, and
learn how to change the way | look.

Then he won’'t be able to recognize me. I've been practicing in front of a mirror,
trying new accents and changing the pitch of my voice, so if he does come into work,

then | won't sound like myself.

It's not ideal for me to come back to work so soon, but it's hard to find an online
job—to find ajob in general.

Two weeksisal | can manage without losing my job.

Now it’s giving my boss enough heads up that she can find a replacement for those
two weeks and also securing my new apartment and moving my stuff over there.

I”’m going to rent a storage unit for a month or two to keep my stuff that | can’t move
into the apartment right away.

Someday I'll be back to get those once | move them.

Closing my eyes, | take a deep breath and slowly let it out.

“Everything is going to be okay,” | mutter to myself and walk out of the bathroom.

| don’t want to be at work today. | want to crawl back into my bed and sleep for the
rest of the day and night. But nothing in life is ever easy or goes my way. | sitin my
chair behind the counter and lean back, looking at the front door for any potential

customers.

This is getting into our slump, where we don’t have to be open all day, but my boss
wants us to.



Or well, it'sjust me since Margery is still missing.

Is she all right? Matthias said she was, and that he could take me to her when he
could, but I'm still worried.

“Have you eaten since | last saw you?’ Matthias asks as he walks into the shop.

| sigh and look down at my hands. Why did he have to be here? Why couldn’t he just
leave me alone?

“Adalisa, answer me.” He steps right in front of me.

| look up, my eyes dightly widening. How did he get to me so fast and quietly? He
can't teleport. Was | really that out of it not to hear him?

“Adalisa,” he gently says, placing a hand under my chin. “Did you eat last night when
you got home, and did you eat breakfast this morning?’ he questions, concerned.

“Yes, | did.”

| didn’t eat much last night since | didn’t have alot in my fridge, but it was enough to
tide me over to this morning.

One egg and a piece of toast. That isall | had for breakfast. Thankfully, I’'m not much
of a breakfast person, so it was just enough for me.

Sadly, | don’'t have anything for lunch or dinner, and | know | will be suffering for
that.

“And lunch?’ He raises an eyebrow like he knows.



| stay silent as | look at him, knowing he already knows.

“Adalisa” Hisvoice drops an octave.

“l don't, but it's okay. I'll grab groceries on my way home and make something
tonight, and I'll leftovers for work tomorrow,” | rant, unable to stop myself.

Matthias cups my face, and | melt into his touch. Oh, | love his hands around my
face. It makes me feel so safe and secure, like nothing can happen to me. When was
the last time | felt thisway with someone?

Never.

I’ ve never felt this way and feeling it with Matthias of all people is freaking me out a
little. I shouldn’t feel this comfortable around him. | shouldn’t feel this safe around
him, and yet | do.

“That won't do,” he murmurs. “| won’t have you going without a meal.”

| pull my face from his hands. “I won't eat anything you bring me.”

He sighs. “I know. Not even if it's a cup of noodles | got from the store that hasn’t
been opened? Y ou can put the water on it after | give it to you sealed.”

| look at him, trying to figure out why he cares so much. I’ ve never had anyone worry
about how much | eat or when | eat before.

“Areyou trying to poison me?’ | blurt, my eyes going wide.

| push my chair back, flinging myself away from Matthias. If anyone knew how to
get poison into food without it being detected, it would be Matthias. He said his job



isn't the best, and now he wants to make sure | eat.

No.

| won't have this happen again. Gone are all the safe and comfortable feelings, and
now | am petrified.

“Woah.” Matthias holds his hands up. “I’m not trying to poison you. | promise. |
wouldn’t do that to you. Not ever. | want you to be healthy, and skipping mealsisn’'t
good for you. Y ou need the nutrition.”

“And a cup of noodlesis going to give methat?’ | raise an eyebrow.
“It’s better than nothing.” He shrugs. “I don’t want you to go without food. | want
your stomach to be full, so you can properly do your job and not feel exhausted. |

want you to be the best version of yourself.”

My mouth hangs open as | stare at him. That was not what | was expecting him to
say.

“I’ll be fine. One meal isn’t going to weaken me,” | point out.

| just need to leave. Maybe | can call about the apartment and get it today. | need to
get away from Matthias as soon as possible. If he is checking up on me now, he is
going to be doing the same later.

“One meal isn’t, but how many times have you done this?’ he asks.

| shake my head. “No. We are not doing this. Thank you for stopping by, but you
need to leave. | have work to do.”



Matthias looks around the empty store, and | curse it being our slow time. Why
couldn’t someone have walked in behind him? “I think you have time right now to
talk to me.” He smiles. “I don’t see anyone needing help.”

“That doesn’t mean | don’t have work to do.

There are other things to do here that aren’t helping customers.

| need to make sure things are stocked, things are in neat, we don’t have any online
orders, deliveries, unloading them away right away.

There are alot of things to do around here, and | can’'t just talk to you all the time,” |
say in one breath.

| breathe hard as | look at him, waiting for him to reply.

“No.”

My eyebrows shoot up. “No?’

“No. You aren’'t getting rid of me. If you need help, you will let me know and | will
help you around the store. | know you normally have Margery here, but with her gone
for who knows how long, you will need help,” Matthias states.

| blink several times, taking in everything he said. | can't help but smile and then
laugh. Matthias looks at me as | laugh, almost falling off my seat if it wasn’t for him
catching me.

“Areyou done?’ he asks.

| hold up afinger as | continue to laugh. Matthias wants to help me around the store?



| never thought | would hear that from him. Matthias doesn’t seem the type of person
who would help around a shop.

“O-okay,” | finally manage to say, till chuckling. “I’m here now. Sorry. | just...” |
crack asmile.

“Got akick out of me saying | would help you?’ he finishes my sentence.

| nod, trying my hardest not to laugh again.

Matthias bends down so he's at eye-level with me. “I don’'t appreciate being laughed
at. Thisisyour one warning.”

My eyes go wide as | stare at him and nod. Will | laugh at him again? Probably. |
can't help it when he says things like that.

“1 wasn't really laughing at you,” | mutter. “More at the images playing in my mind.
Y ou just don’t seem like the type to work in a store.”

“I"m not, and do not expect me to offer to help again,” he growls.

| raise both of my hands. Right. | shouldn’t have done that. Now | know, and | won't
make that mistake again.

“Well then, you can go. | don't need you here.” | shoo him with my hands. “I have
things | need to get done.”

But Matthias doesn’t move. He stands in his spot, and | start fidgeting in my seat.
Nope. Not good. Just from the way he is staring a me makes me want to start
confessing things | shouldn’t be. Things | am trying to keep to myself.



He continues to stare at me, making me fidget even more.

| suck in a breath. He can’t possibly have found out my plansto get away, could he?

| didn’t even think about that until now.

Matthias opens his mouth to say something, but his phone rings, stopping him.

Did | just get saved by his phone? | need to figure out who is calling him and thank
them for helping me later.

He pins me with his eyes, holding his phone. “We will talk about this later. You are
not getting away with not eating lunch.”

| smile. “Right. Sure. Whatever you think and say. Now go.”
Matthias looks at me once again before turning and walking out of my store. | let out
a breath and lean back in my chair. | don’t know how I'm going to do this every

single time he talks to me, the push and pull.

| look at my desk and see anote. Isit from Matthias? When did he have time to write
that for me?

Matthias

Be agood girl for me. Don't get into any trouble and shut the store for an hour or two
to edt. -
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“ And|l canpay in cash?’ | ask over the phone.

“Yes, you can pay cash for however long you need. | don’t need your name,” the man
replies. “We have aroom available now if you want it.”

| ook around my apartment. | didn’t want to do this so fast, but Matthias isn’t giving
me any other option. Him showing up at work earlier today and asking questionsisn’t
what | thought was going to happen.

Nope.

| was hoping he would leave me alone today, which really shocked me when he
showed up. | should have known. Matthias won't leave me aone. That's why I'm
moving and changing my appearance so he can’t do anything to me.

“1 would love that. | can be there in an hour. | just need to grab a couple of things,” |
gently say. “Is that al right? Can you hold the room for me? | promise I’'m good for
payment for at least amonth. And | can pay upfront if you need meto.”

| really need the room. | need to lay low and change my appearance when | get there.

“I’ll hold the room for you,” isall he says. “Come by tonight and I’ [l give you akey.”

“Thank you,” | reply before he hangs up.



| take a deep breath and look around my apartment. What do | need right now that |
won't be able to get later? | can’'t risk coming back to my apartment so soon when |
know Matthias will be looking for me.

Toiletries and clothes.

Along with all the charging cords | need, appliances to go with those cords, and any
spices for cooking.

“Everything is going to be okay,” | whisper to myself. “Everything is going to work
out, and I’m going to be safe.”

But | have this bad feeling in my stomach that | can't shake. A feeling like I’'m not
going to be safe. One I’ ve felt too many times.

“No,” | push those thoughts out of my mind. “Not today. Not tomorrow.”

| quickly go around the house, putting the necessary things in my duffel bag.

I’m packing light in case | need to run.

| won't be able to leave my stuff in the new place I’ m staying.

When | first caled, the landlord said anything left in the apartment will be sold if |
don’t pay rent on time. I’m not going to let that happen.

Taking one last ook around the room, | take a deep breath and leave my apartment.

“Thank you so much. Here’'samonth’srent.” | hand over the cash.

It was a lot of cash, but | don't want to forget and leave for work and lose all my



possessions. I'm not going to risk it.

The older man looks at me and grabs the cash. “A girl like you shouldn’'t be in this
part of town. You in trouble, girlie?’

| look around the lobby, checking if anyone elseisin here. No one is, and | relax a
little.

“Not in trouble,” | quietly say, just in case someone is around the corner listening.
What if Matthias has people in this building? “Are you running from someone?’ he

asks, holding the key to the room.

| want to reach over and grab it from him, but | don’t need to get on his bad side. |
need to be patient and let him hand it over to me.

“Do you always ask these questions? | thought this place would be safe. No names,
pay in cash, and no questions,” | rush out, looking around the lobby again.

On the way here, | was looking at my area, making sure Matthias wasn’t following
me. | have no idea what his men look like and if they are following me, but | didn’t

think anyone was.

| don't know what I’'m doing here. I'm in way over my head, drowning with each
passing second as | try to stay out of hisreach.

“You're okay, girlie. No names, pay in cash, and normally | don’t ask questions.

Normally, the people coming here don’t look like you.

Y ou are young and have been looking around the lobby like someone is coming after
you.



| want to make sure you are safe,” he says, holding his hands up. “Y ou remind me of
my daughter.”

“Oh,” | whisper.

What do | say to that? He seems genuinely worried, but | don’t want to go around
telling everyone why I’'m here. | don’'t want people to know in case Matthias comes
snooping around. It puts them in danger if they know the specifics.

“Is anyone going to come by asking questions?’ he asks.

| shrug. “I don’'t think so. | don’t think | was followed here, and | ditched my old
phone outside my old apartment and got a new one with cash, so he couldn’t trace it.”

| didn’t want to get rid of it since it was only few months old, but | needed to.
Matthias has my phone number, and | know he will be able to track me withiit.

“Good. If you need any help, let me know. I’ ve helped people hide before,” he offers,
handing me the key. “Y ou stay safe out there. I'm here in this building at all times. If
anyone comes asking for you, | won’t say nothing.”

| give him aweak smile. “Thank you,” | whisper, getting emotional.

| shouldn’t trust a complete stranger, but he seems sincere in wanting to help me. |
take the key and grab my duffel bag, hauling it over my shoulder.

“You're on the first floor. Made sure you have a window in case the entrance is
blocked. | don’t give thisroom to just anyone,” the man calls out.

“Thank you,” | reply, looking down at the room number on the key.



Sure enough, it is on the first floor. How sweet of him to help me out like this when
he doesn’'t have to. To think about me needing to escape and having a window in the
apartment.

Touching.

| am going to have to thank him when everything works out. Now | just need to lay
low, change my appearance, and then | can head back to work with a whole new
disguise. | even bought a fake pregnant belly to wear to work so | could change my
appearance if Matthias shows up.

This is how dedicated | am to getting away from him. Changing everything about
myself. | even thought about having fake tattoos to alter it even more, but | didn’t

have time to buy them.

| don't have afake ID yet for another name. | will still be using my real one, and |
don’t want anyone tipping Mathias off that | am getting a tattoo somewhere.

“Home sweet home,” | mutter as| walk into the room.

Thereis acouch and a bed in the one-room apartment.

Why does he advertise it as a one-bedroom apartment when it's technically no
bedroom and just one big room for everything?

There is a small kitchen to my right, the bed in the back corner, and the couch in the
middle of the room.

I’m surprised the bathroom isn’t out in the open.

| place my bag down on the ground and lock the door.



The locks aren’t very safe. Anyone could get in.

Maybe after | dye my hair tomorrow, | can buy another lock and install it.

Do | know what I’'m doing? Absolutely not, but I’ ve seen you can place something on
the existing lock to make it harder to get into.

Exhaustion weighs down on me as | look at the bed.

First, I'll can take a nap, and then | can unpack everything and figure out food.

| groan and close my eyes. |’ ve brought some of my spices, but | didn’t bring any
food with me.

How am | going to do this? The kitchen here isn’'t fully equipped with everything |
need to cook, and | can’t buy premade food.

No.

Taking a deep breath in, | dowly let it out. First, a nap, and then | can think about
everything else. | need a clear mind when | think about everything and make
decisions. After walking to the bed, | pull back the covers and dlidein.

“Perfect,” | mumble, getting comfortable and falling asleep.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

Slowly blinking my eyes, | try to make them focus. What is going on? Why is

someone pounding on my door? Could it be the landlord? No, he said he wouldn’t
bother me unless it were super important.



Knock. Knock. Knock.

Groaning, | push myself up off the bed. Wouldn't he say something if he needs me? |
look at the door suspiciously. Something doesn’'t feel right. | feel like he would be
announcing himself if he needs something, giving me peace of mind.

Matthias can't have found me. It's only been a couple of hours since | left my
apartment. Maybe | need to leave New Y ork City for a while. But when will | know
if everything has calmed down?

Margery isn’'t answering her phone, and | don’t know where she is. She is the only
person | would trust. If she were here, | would have to explain about Matthias, which
| should have in the beginning, but | didn’t want to scare her.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

| glare at the door. What am | going to do? There is no peephole and no window to
look out of into the corridor. | would be opening the door completely blind, and |
don’t like that. Maybe if | pretend I’'m not here, they will eventually stop knocking
and leave.

| sit on my bed and look at the door. I’'m going to wait for them to leave before | do
anything. But how am | going to know if they have left? | can’'t call the owner and
ask, and ruin my chances of them hearing me.

My heart starts racing as | pin my gaze on the front door. What am | going to do? |
am not prepared for something like this. How am | going to figure out who it is and
how they found me?Maybeit’s just a drunk who’s come into the building. Whoever it
iswill leave when | ignore the door.

Knock. Knock. Knock.



Or maybe not. | clench my jaw as | look at the door and stand. | shouldn’t be doing
this, but they are clearly not going away, and | need them to go away. Matthias can't
have found me that fast or known | was trying to leave him.

Quietly, | walk to the door and place my ear against it.

“Open up,” adeep voice calls out.

Not the next apartment, and it doesn’'t sound like Matthias. Taking a deep breath, |
open the door and gasp.

“Hello, wife,” Matthias says, smiling.
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A s | dam the door, Matthias places his foot inside at the very last second. | take

severa steps back as | stare at him wide-eyed. He can’t be here. How did he find me
so fast?

“Did you really think you could get away from me?’ Matthias opens the door. “Did
you really think you were keeping it a secret that you were trying to leave?’

| rush backward. Maybe | can open the window and jump before he can get to me.
But as | look at the window and back at Matthias, | know | won't be able to makeit. |
don’t know how the window opens, which will waste precious time that | don’t have.
What am | going to do?

| should have opened the window before or at least checked it out before | went to
bed, but | didn't. | should have checked it. | should have made sure everything was
okay. Why didn’'t I?

Because | was exhausted and wanted to rest. | didn’t think he would find me so soon.

“Adalisa,” he growls. “Answer me.”

“N-no,” | stutter, not really remembering the questions he was asking. Hopefully, it is
the right answer and | haven’t shot myself in the foot.

“So why did you run, wife?’ he asks. “Why did you try to leave me and hide?’



Wife? What is he talking about?

“| see you' ve caught on to what | was saying, wife.” He repeats the word again.

“Are you trying to insinuate what is going to happen next?’ My voice is shaky from
nerves.

Matthias takes a step toward me. “No.”

My eyebrows pull together. No, heisn’t. So what is he talking about? | know for sure
we haven't gotten married. | haven’t gone to the courthouse, said | do, and signed the
paperwork. | would have remembered that.

He takes another step toward me, a smile blossoming across his face. “We're married

now .

“1 think 1 would remember going to the courthouse,” | tell him, taking another step
back.

My eyes dart around the room quickly, trying to seeif | can come up with any sort of
exit plan. But Matthiasis closing in on me, backing me into a corner, and | don’t have
anywhere to escape. What am | going to do? How am | going to get out?

Matthias takes another step toward me, cornering me, and the smirk on his face
shows me that he knows it as well. Shit. Thisis not good.

“You don’t remember since you weren't there,” hereplies, still advancing on me.
“But the marriage certificate is real, and a judge was present when we got married.

We are legally married, and there is nothing you can do about it. No divorce lawyer
will help you, no judge will reverseit. You are legaly bound to me like | am legally



bound to you.”

| shake my head. “No judge would do that.”

Matthias makes atsking sound. “ A lot of judges would do it, especially when thereis
incriminating evidence against them. You'd be surprised how much you can
accomplish with evidence.”

He closes the distance between us. My heart sinks as | stare at him. He is telling the
truth; | can feel it in my bones, and | don’t know what to do now. How am | going to

get out of this?

“Now, you can either come with me the easy way or the hard way. Y ou get to decide,
but you are not staying here.” Matthias holds his hand out.

This is when | wish | had a knife in my hand so | could stab him. To feel the
satisfaction of hurting him and possibly being able to get away. But sadly, | don’t

own one.

“No one in this building is going to help you.” Matthias leans closer to me. “They
know not to mess with the Montgomery Syndicate.”

| look at him and then at the doorway. There is no way | will get by him and out the
door. He is way too close to me.

“The easy way or the hard way?’ Matthias repeats his question, blocking my view of
the exit. “Answer now or I’ll pick one for you.”

“Easy way,” | mumble, my shoulders dropping in defeat.

| don’'t want to make a scene if no one is going to help me. It would be pointless. |



need to be smart about this. Matthias holds his hand out as he looks at me. Right. He
probably wants me to hold his hand as we walk out, so | can’t run anywhere.

| take his hand, and he holds on tight as he picks up my bag, dlinging it over his
shoulder.

“The key,” he demands.

| pick it up from the coffee table as we walk out of the room and toward the lobby.
Dread fills me the closer we get. Matthias has found me, and | don’t know where he's
taking me now. What is he going to do to me? Am | going to survive?

| have so many questions and very few answers.

“You're al right,” he whispers as we walk into the lobby. “Everything is going to be
okay now. Give the keysto him.”

With tearsin my eyes, | look at the owner and give him the keys.

“I"'m sorry, mi hija. | didn’'t tell no one. He just knew, and | can’t do anything against
the Montgomery Syndicate.” He has so much sorrow on his face. “I would have
helped you moreif | could. | realy would have.”

“It's okay,” | whisper, my voice breaking.

Before he can say anything else, Matthias tugs on my hand lightly, pulling me out of
the building. | suck in a deep breath as we walk out. | was not expecting to be leaving

SO SO0n.

Matthias will always find me.



He helps me into his truck, buckling me in before shutting my door and walking
around. | try the handle and quickly realize that he has put the child lock on, and |
can’t get out. Great. He is always one step ahead.

“Adalisa,” Matthias gently says, catching me off guard.

| thought he would be pissed off and angry when we got into the car. | was not
expecting him to sound so soft and calm.

“Look at me,” he commands.

| search his face for any type of anger, but | see none. Is he not mad at me?

“I’m not angry with you,” he says. “Annoyed that you tried to leave? Y es, absolutely,
but I'm not mad. | saw it way before you even thought about it. | knew you were
going to try and leave, so | put atail on you. Y ou aimost spotted him, but he quickly

switched.”

| knew it. | knew he had someone following me. For him to know where | was so
quickly. It was either that or him putting a tracking device on me.

“But it is unacceptable for you to come to this part of town and put yourself in
danger.” Matthias grips my chin with hisfingers.

“One of your rulesis to not put yourself in danger, yet you have again. This part of
town is known for what they do to pretty women. Y et you decided to come here and
stay in amotel.”

| blink several times. it's news to me that this part of town is known for that.

I’ve never heard of that before. | knew it wasn't the best part of town, but | wasn't



expecting it to be that bad.

Is that why the owner was asking me all those questions and was concerned for me?
Why didn’t he say anything?

“You will not put yourself in danger again,” Matthias states. “I will not alow it. You
will not be doing anything without my consent.”

“You can't do that!” | raise my voice.

He arches an eyebrow. “This is the second time you’'ve put yourself in danger, and
this time you aren’t wearing the bracelet. Do you know how worried | was when
Dahmere called me to say you were in this part of town?”’

And now | feel bad for making him worry. | thought he would just forget about me
and move on. | didn’t actually think he would worry that something happened and try
to find me.

“You can't control where | go and who | see. | am an adult,” | tell him, brushing off
the guilt.

He has claimed me, and now we are married. | shouldn’t feel guilty for making him
worry about me.

“l do. From now on, any time you want to go anywhere, there will be someone with
you. You will ask permission to go anywhere. If | find out that you left without the
guard or without getting the okay from me, your bottom will be hot.” Matthias' voice
drops an octave, and he looks me in the eye. “ Do you understand?’

| don’t say anything. | am not going to agree to this. Thereisno way.



“Adalisa,” he growls. “Do you understand?’

“1 understand what you just said, but that doesn’t mean I’ m actually going to do it,” |
reply.

“You understand. That means you know the consequences if you break those rules,”
he releases my chin and starts up the car.

We dit in silence as he drives. Have | made a mistake? Should | have go with
everything he asks me to do and think?

No.

| need to not think about that. Everything | did was to keep myself safe. Leaving him
was my only option. | didn’'t think | would get caught so soon, but this is the only
option.

Was the only option.

| have no doubt Matthias is going to be keeping an eye on me from now on and make
it so much more difficult to get away.

“We are staying at the compound with Ethan and Margery,” he informs me.

“Margery?’ My head whipsto face him. “Margery, asin my friend?’
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“ Y es, Margery is your friend. She has been safe the whole time, like | told you.
Ethan didn’t want anyone to see her yet, but | need more eyes on you when | go out,”
he explains.

“Wait. Hold up.” | raise my hand.

He couldn’t actually be talking about that Ethan, could he?

Ethan is dead. Ethan died years ago in the car crash.

“What?’ Matthias asks, pulling up to a gate.

| look around quickly. The walls are one foot deep, made out of concrete, and
probably seven feet tall or higher, with barbed wire at the top. How am | going to get
out of here? Thereis even aguard in alittle shed next to the gate.

Thereisno way.

Shit.

“Adalisa?’ Matthias asks. “What' s wrong?”’

“Ethan asin Margery’s Ethan who died?’ | search hisface.

There is no way that Ethan survived and Margery didn’t know about it. She told me



she identified the body.

“Faked his death,” is Matthias replies.

| blink several times as | stare at the back of his head. Ethan faked his own death and
didn’t tell Margery? | thought he loved her.

“S0, her telling me that she kept seeing him and he was leaving her presents was
actually true,” | whisper to myself.

“Yes, it was. | was the police officer who kept her from actually calling the police.
Not that they would have done much. They didn’t the first time, and they weren’t
going to after that. They thought it was a harmless secret admirer.” Matthias starts to
drive when the gates fully open.

“| was one of those people,” | mumble, leaning back into my seat.

| was wrong. So wrong. Margery wasn't going mad, and she didn’t need to go to a
facility. She was actually seeing her dead ex-boyfriend.

Why didn’t | believe her?
“Margery and Ethan aren’t here right now. They are in a cabin until the end of the
week. She is recovering and needs more sleep. She couldn't sleep with so many

guards around her and so much noise.” Matthias unbuckles himself and turns toward
me.

| hadn’t realized we have parked in front of the big mansion.

“She doesn’'t know you are here yet, and Ethan isn't going to tell her until they are
heading back. When they do get back here, you will be respectful to them. This is



their house, and Ethan is gracioudly letting us stay here while | work so people can
watch over you,” Matthias unbuckles me.

“1 don’'t need a babysitter.” | roll my eyes.

“You do. | won't have you sneaking off again. Y ou are my wife, and there is nothing
you can do about it,” he states.

Maybe | should have really thought through what | was going to do if he caught me.

Matthias gets out of the car before | can say anything and walks to my side and opens
the door. He grabs my hand and helps me out, keeping me in his hold as he walks me
to the front door. | try to look around, but Matthias doesn’t give me time to.

“Can | not look around?’ | ask.

“You'll have time for that later,” he replies. “Right now, we need to get food into

you.

My whole body locks up. | desperately want food, but | know | won't be able to eat
anything. | hadn’t thought about that when | left my apartment..

“1 brought some of your food here from your fridge,” Matthias says, taking me to the
kitchen. “Which we will be talking about at a later time..”

| shake my head and take a step back. There is no way | am going to eat that now.
Matthias has been in my apartment. He has taken my food out of the fridge. How do |
know he hasn’t contaminated the food? | wasn't here to watch him.

“Adalisa,” he gently says, taking a step toward me. “You need to eat. | bet you
haven't eaten since lunch yesterday.”



It was breakfast; | didn’t have any lunch. | am starving. But this has happened to me
before. I’ ve gone places and haven’t been able to eat. Does it suck? Absolutely, but it
iIsnothing | haven't dealt with before and won't deal with again.

“How about this?’ He walks back into the kitchen, and | follow him. “You wash a

spoon so you know that it’s clean.”

| do as he says and get to washing a spoon, making sure to keep my eye on him as he
brings out one of my food containers. As I’m drying the spoon, Matthias sets it down
beside me and takes the lid off.

What now?

“1 am going to eat a spoonful, and then you'll see that it’'s safe. That you can eat what
you need to,” he states.

“That’s not how it works,” | mumble. “One biteisn’t going to hurt you.”

Matthias cups my face with his hands. “ And one meal isn't going to hurt until we can
go to the grocery store.”

He' sright, but | don’t the anxiety to hit me.

“1 would never give you any food that is contaminated, | promise,” he gently says. “I
would never put you in harm's way. You are too precious to me, and the thought of
putting something in there makes me physically ill.”

| look down at the food and then back up at him. He gives me asmall smile.

“How about this?’ he starts. “How about | take a bite and then you take a bite, and we
go back and forth. That way, | get the same amount of food. Will that make it better?’



Will it?

It will definitely ease my nerves alittle. “Isthat okay?’ Matthias asks again. “Do you
think you can do something like that?’

| nod and look at the food, not wanting to see whatever emotion is pasted across his
face. | know he is happy, but at what expense? “No, look back at me. Y ou don’t look
away,” Matthias declares. “L ook into my eyes.”

| look back at him and lean into his right hand.

The warmth of his hands seepsinto my skin, and | could fall asleep right here.

| shouldn’t, especially when I’'m mad at him for finding me so quickly and for
bringing me to this compound where | definitely won’'t be escaping.

| should be trying to get away from him at all costs, yet here | am about to share food
with him.

How messed up am 1?

A lot.

| can’'t seem to help but want to be around him all the time. | want him to touch me,
feed me, and take care of me. | shouldn’t want that with someone like him.

“We are not going to think about anything,” he firmly says. “You and | are going to
eat and talk. We aren’t going to think about anything else, understand?’

“Yes,” | whisper. “That’s easier said than done.”



Does he really think | can just shut off my brain and not think about anything? Does
he realize how ridiculous that is for him to say that?

“You are going to do it because that is what | demand of you.” He kisses my nose. “I
want you to focus on me and nothing else. Do you think you can do that?’

| shrug and try to get my face out of his hold. Can | do that? It's a tall order, and I'm
not really in the mindset to do it.

“We're going to try. I’'ll help you so you aren’t doing it alone. Would it be better for
you to be watching something so your mind is off everything and | can feed you?’ he
asks.

| grip his wrists and shake my head, my breathing picking up at the thought. Nope.
Thereisno way | am going to be watching TV while he feeds me. | can’'t get caught
watching something and not see if he puts something in it or not.

“All right, you're okay,” he coos a me. “Everything is going to be okay. No TV
while we eat. Forget | said that.”

| suck in a deep breath and close my eyes for a couple of seconds. No TV while we
watch. | can do that. | can definitely do that.

“Good girl,” he whispers. “You're safe. We'll just talk, so you can keep your
attention on me and can see that nothing is happening.”

My shoulders sag, and | nod. Right. | can do this. Everything is going to be okay
because he won't be able to do anything. | washed the spoon myself. He got the food

out, but | didn’t see him take it from my fridge. | didn’t have an eye on it then.

“No thinking,” Matthias whispers. “No thinking about it at all. We are going to talk



and nothing else. | want your attention on me and only me.”

“Arrogant,” | mutter.

He smirks. “I wouldn't be your husband if | weren't.”

His words |eave me speechless as he lets go of my face and takes a step back.

His arrogance shouldn’t be a turn-on, yet when | look at Matthias in front of me, |
can’t help but feel aroused and want to be around him.

Thereisjust something about him that speaks to my soul, and | can’'t figure it out.

“Come on, let’s get some food inside you.” Matthias grabs the container and walks
around theisland. “Sit next to me.”

| quickly follow him and sit beside him, looking at the food. My mouth salivates at
the sight.

“Do you want me to warm it up?’ he asks.

| shake my head. “I normally eat my food cold. | like it better that way. Put it in the
microwave and it might get too hot and | could burn my mouth.”

The number of times that | have eaten something after microwaving it and burning
my mouth. | don’t want to do it again, so | have just stopped heating things up. It's
easier that way.

“1 can check the food before you eat it to make sure it’s the right temperature and
won't hurt you,” Matthias offers, holding his hand out.



Without thinking, | hand him the spoon. He would really do that for me? I’ ve never
had someone want to make sure my food was the right temperature so | didn’t hurt
myself. Where did he come from, and why is he making me fall for him with every
little thing he says?

“Open up,” he says.

Sweet potato and alittle chicken are on the spoon, and | open my mouth, waiting.
“Good girl for letting Daddy feed you,” he praises me, and | take a bite.

My eyes go wide as| stare at him. | just let him feed me. How did he get the spoon? |

don’t remember handing it over to him. | thought he would have his own spoon, but |
am mistaken.

“Ah, no thinking too much,” Matthias reminds me. “Yes, | am feeding you, and you
like it. You can keep a better eye on the food. | won't let go of the container or the

spoon. | want you to just focus on eating and relaxing.”

| open and close my mouth, trying to come up with something to say to him to get my
spoon back. Maybe | can just get another one.

“Don’'t even think about it. | did not give you permission to get up.” Matthias raises
an eyebrow at me. “Do not think about getting up. | am taking care of you, and you
are going to let me take care of you. Understand?’

My shoulders sag, and | nod. “Yes,” | mumble.

“Yes, Daddy.”

| shake my head and look away. | know I'm taking my eyes off the food, but | can’'t



call him Daddy out loud. That is going to cross a line | am not ready to cross yet,
which he knows.

“Soon,” Matthias says. “Now, open your mouth again so you can take another bite.”
We go at this for a while, him feeding me and then taking a bite, and | find myself
relaxing even more into my chair with each bite. What is wrong with me? | should

call thisawin, but | can’'t help but stare at Matthias and wonder.

“l can see your brain working again, and | want you to stop.” Matthias feeds me the
last bite. “I don’t want you to think about anything at all. Focus on me.”

| glare at him. “My focus is not always going to be on you.”

“Well, it should be,” he replies. “Your attention and thoughts should always be on
me. That iswhat | want, and | think I’m pretty close to achieving it.”

If only he knew | constantly think about him. He is somehow always on my mind,
and | don’t know how to stop it. “Come on.” Matthias holds his hand out, leaving my
container on the counter. “We're going to leave the dish for the maid to clean up.”
“No.” I look at him like heis crazy.

“Yes, we are. I’'m surprised she let ustake it out of the fridge.

She has been working for Ethan for years and has a certain way of how she likes the
fridge and kitchen.

She normally doesn’'t allow any of usto touch anything in here.

Trust me, if she was here, she would give the same speech,” Matthias explains.



He holds his hand out, and | take it, looking back at the container that was once filled
with food | had made. | redly did it. | really ate that food without knowing it was
safe.

Am | at aturning point in my life?

“We're going to bed. | have a couple of things | need to get done tomorrow, and then
we are going grocery shopping and cooking,” Matthias informs me.

“Will the maid be okay with me being in the kitchen cooking?’ My eyebrows furrow
as| look at him.

“1 will be speaking with her tomorrow about that. She will understand.” Matthias sits
on the bed.

| look around briefly. Everything in here is black or gray. It's very clean and
minimalist.

“Thisis my room when | am here. Asyou can tell, | don’'t stay here often. If you need
anything, | want you to tell me and we can get it while we are out or | can have
someone get it for us.” Matthias pulls me between hislegs.

| try to take a step back, but his arms keep me in place. We lock eyes, and he looks at
me like he is seeing me for the first time.

“You are so precious to me,” he whispers. “Too precious that sometimes | don’t think
| deserve you, but I’m never letting you go.”

| thought he sounded really sweet until he said he was never letting me go. And just
like that, he has popped the bubble around me and made me realize that | am here
against my will.



“Come on, let's get to bed.” He kisses my lips quickly.
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| look right and left, making sure the hallway is clear before | take a step out of the
room.

Earlier today, | ran into the maid, Nala, and scared myself.

| immediately ran, and she yelled to say who she was, but | didn’t stop.

| was just orienting myself with the house when | ran into her.

Ever since then, I’ ve been in the room Matthias and | slept in last night.

“It'sokay,” | whisper to myself. “No one is going to pop out thistime.”

Matthias hasn’t been home al morning. He left a note saying | needed to eat
breakfast and to drink water, but | didn’t pay attention to any of that. Did he really
think | was going to eat something that Nala prepared for me?

No.

| may have done something unusual yesterday, but | am not going to do that today.
Once was enough for me.

Now | am trying to find ways to escape. | first need to figure out how to get out of the
house, and then I'll figure out how to get out of the compound. One step at atime. |
need to rush this.



Margery is coming at the end of the week, and | so desperately want to see her again,
but | don’t want to meet Ethan. | don't want to see Margery and have her try to
convince me to stay with Matthias. Maybe Margery will be able to help me get out of
hereif | stay.

| can't risk it.

| look out the window, trying to see if any guards are walking by, and when none do,
| smile to myself. This could definitely be a window | crawl out of. It's close to the
ground.

“1 wouldn’t go out of that window if | were you,” Nala announces.

Screaming, | bang my head against the wall as | turn toward her. | hold my head as
tears pool in my eyes.

“Quch. Ouchie,” | whimper, sitting on the ground as | lean forward with my hand still
on my head where | hit it.

A sharp ache radiates across my head. | don’t want to let go, but | need to get away
from Nala before she tells someone what | was doing. | can’'t get caught. Not again.

“Oh, sweetie. Let melook at it,” Nala soothingly says.

| shake my head, keeping my hand on the hurt spot and not looking at her. | don’'t
want to let go and have Nalalook at it. What if she pokes and prods at it?

No.

Not happening.



“Come on, sweetie. I'm not going to do anything. Everything is going to be all right.
Just let me take alittlelook so | can seeif it’s bleeding,” she soothes.

| shake my head once again and look at her. “Not bleeding.”

| would know since | am currently holding my head.

“Let me take a look at it to make sure. | don't want anything happening or getting
infected,” Nalainsists.

My eyes go wide. Infected? Does she really think my head was going to get infected
by something? | shake my head once again and wince. It has stopped hurting by now,

but | don’t know Nala, and | don’t want her to do anything to me.

Nope. That is definitely not going to happen. | am not going to let her anywhere near
my head.

“1 don’t think | want to know what just went through your head,” she mutters and sits
in front of me.

“I’m not going to hurt you. | promise, Adalisa

Y ou mean something to Matthias, and | love him like he is my own son.

The fact that he came into the kitchen this morning, knowing it is my domain and no
one else cooksinit, to ask if you could and explain alittle bit about why...

You mean alot to him. I’ ve never seen him act like that with someone before.

I’ ve never seen him be so interested in the person’s well-being and making sure they
areeating. ”



My mouth falls open as | stare at her. | knew Matthias was going to talk to her this
morning, but | didn’t think it would mean that much. | thought it was something
simple, but | waswrong... again.

Matthias really cares about me. | thought he was just obsessed with me for some
weird reason and didn’t want to let me go until he got bored with me. But to think
that he actually cares and other people are saying he does... that is something
completely different.

No.

| close my eyes. | cannot think about this. | can’t have them try to make me change
my mind about staying here. “What are you two doing on the floor?’” Matthias asks
from the end of the hallway.

| take a deep breath in. He cares about me, and | can see it more as he looks up and
down my body, alight worry in his eyes.

“Why is Adalisa holding her head?’ he asks, walking toward us. “Adalisa, what's
happened? Are you okay?’

“| scared her, and she hit her head on the wall.” Nalawinks at me.

What is she doing? | don’'t need Matthias coming to check on me. My head is fine
now, | just forgot to take my hand off it.

“Oh, baby.” Matthias rushes to me. “Are you okay? Do you need meto look at it and
see if you need anything? Why don’t you move your hand so Daddy can see where

you hit your head and make it all better?’

Matthias bends down in front of me, and | gaze at him with my mouth open. | was not



expecting him to care so much about a simple bump on the head.

“Come on, Little one.” Matthias places his hand on my arm that is still touching my
head.

“It'sfine,” | rush, scooting back. But | don’t get far with Matthias kneeling in front of
me. “I really am okay. It happened afew minutes ago. It doesn’t hurt anymore.”

| look past Matthias to see Nala giving me a knowing look before disappearing
around the corner. She knew he would fuss over me.

“Baby, let me see your head,” Matthias firmly says. “Hitting your head is a very
serious thing, no matter how light or hard you hit it. | need to look at it to make sure
you are okay.”

Sighing, | drop my hand and let Matthias check it out. He pokes and prods, | don’t
make any sound as it doesn’'t hurt, and before | know it, Matthias is leaning back and

looking at me serioudly.

“l have some good news and some bad news. Which do you want first?” Matthias
asks.

Good news and bad news? What is he talking about?

“Good?’ | sound so unsure. “No, wait. | want the bad first. Wait. Actually, can you
tell me the good news first?’

“Put her out of her misery, Matthias,” Nala shouts from the corridor.

Matthias chuckles. “Good news is your head is perfectly fine. Bad news is, it’s fine,
and now you have to come grocery shopping with me.”



That was the bad news? | thought he was going to say something about part of my
head needed to be chopped off or that | was going to need brain surgery.

| don’t see leaving the house as bad news.
“Do you think you can manage that? | know you don’'t like going out too much
anymore, but | do want you eating. If that means going to the grocery store so you

can pick out your own food, so beit,” Matthias stands up and holds his hand ou.

| stare at it. Is Nalaright? Does he really care for me that much that he is willing to
take me grocery shopping?

“Let’sgo,” | say, taking his hand for him to help me up.

“Don’t try anything in the store; no one will help you. They al know who | am,”
Matthias warns as we walk into the store.

Right. Of course he would take me somewhere that he knows everyone so no one
would help me. Smart of him. | know it might take a while, but I’'m still hoping that
he' [l mess up and I' [l be able to run away.

Even if that means leaving aplace | feel safein.

It shocks me every singletime | think about it.

| feel safe with Matthias around me. | can’t deny that | have feelings for him, how
would | not?

He has mostly treated me amazingly. Even when he gets all possessive and growly at
me, it turns me on and makes me want to stay with him.



| do want to stay with him, so badly but | can’t.

| stop walking and look at him with wide eyes.

Am | okay?

No, something must be wrong with me. | need to sit in my room and think about
everything and get back on track. | can’t be thinking like this.

“Adalisa?’ Matthias gently asks, taking a step closer to me. “You're okay.
Everything is going to be okay.”

How does he know that? My whole world is going up in flames right now, and | don’t
know what to do to put it out.

“Everything is going to be fine.” He wraps his arms around me, holding me tightly.
| suck in a deep breath and grip his shirt, not wanting him to let go of me anytime
soon. Are we in the middle of the grocery store? Yes, but | don’t really care right

now.

“Such a good girl,” he whispers. “I’'m so proud of you. You keep taking what's
thrown at you.”

Everything that has been thrown at me has been from him. He has given me
everything, and it is exhausting trying to continue to move forward and have faith
that one day | am going to get away.

But what if | don’t want to get away anymore?

| suck in adeep breath and pull away from Matthias.



My head is one big mess right now, and | don’t know what to think or believe.

Everything is overwhelming, and | don’t know how to get help.

Margery isn't here to listen to me. | don’t know if sheis the best person to go to right
NOW.

| don't know how she is doing mentally, and | don’'t want to burden her with
something like this.

Matthias grabs my hand before | can walk off without him. “I’ve got a basket and you
can put whatever you need in here. Nala has already moved some stuff in the fridge,
so you have space. No one is going to touch it.”

| haven’t been worried about anyone touching the food in the fridge until now. How
many people are in the house that could interfere with it?

“We aren’t going to think like that.” Matthias starts walking to the produce. “No one
is alowed in the fridge unless it is Ethan, Margery, Nala, you, and me. Nalaisin the
kitchen most of the time, so you won’t have to worry about much.”

| don't know Nala that well, but | feel like | can trust her. She wasn't trying to hurt
me today and actually spoke about Matthias and what he has already done for me.
What heis still doing and will continue to do.

How did | get so lucky?

No. Stop thinking about it.

It doesn’t take me long to start filling up the basket as we walk up and down the
aisles. Meal ideas are popping into my head with every step, and | want to make al of



them, but |’ ve settled for three for now.

“Do you have everything you need?’ Matthias asks.

| turn to him and stop dead in my tracks, my eyes automatically finding the ones |
haven't seen since | was akid. How did he get here?

“Adalisa?’ Matthias calls out my name, but he sounds so far away.

Gerard shouldn’t be here. He was still supposed to be in prison. How did he get out?
He cocks his head to the side and smiles.

“Adalisa?’ Matthias takes a step closer to me, but | don’t answer him.

| need to keep my eye on him the whole time. What if he was in the store before me?
My breathing comes out in short gasps as we continue to stare at each other. He can’t
hurt me, yet he totally can. | thought | would never see him again, but here he is,
standing twenty feet away from me in agrocery store when he should be in prison.
“Baby.” Matthias touches my arm. “What’s wrong?’

“Gerard’ s here,” | whisper, my voice shaking as fear courses through my body.

| shouldn’'t be afraid of him. I’'m an adult who can take care of herself, but | can't
seem to shake this fear. How did he get out? What did | ever do to him to deserve
this?

Out of the corner of my eye, | see Matthias turn around and follow my gaze, but my

brother isn’t there anymore. No. He was right there. How did he disappear in a couple
of seconds? That shouldn’t have been possible.



“He was right there, | promise,” | barely get out. “He was right there the whole time.
| promise I’m not going crazy.”

“You're okay, | believe you. Let's pay for this food, and then we can talk to the
manager to get the security tapes to see where he came from,” Matthias tries to calm
me, taking my hand.

“l don't want it.” | shake my head. “I don't want the food. What if he sprinkled
something on them or what if he injected it with something? I’'m not going to take
that risk.”

| look at Matthias, tears pooling in my eyes.

| can’'t do this again. | was getting so much better at buying food from the store.

| can’'t do thisagain. | am tired of Gerard winning all the time.

There isn't anything | can do about it. He has instilled this fear in me that | can’t
shake no matter what | do.

“Adalisa, we'll fix this. We can wash everything when we get home,” Matthias gently
say’s.

| shake my head once again. “No, | can't. | won't be able to eat any of it. | realy
can't. Please don’t make me.”

Matthias pulls me into his chest, my face presses into him as | take a deep breath. |
feel the vibrations of him talking, but | can’t make much out.

“Go... store... buy... compound,” isall I catch.



What is Matthias doing? He doesn’'t give me much time to think about it as he pulls
me up in hisarms, and | wrap my legs around his waist.

“You're okay,” he whispers into my ear. “Diego is going to go to another store
severa hours away for us. Your brother won’'t be able to have put anything on them

there”

Here he is again doing something really sweet for me. Wait, did he say brother? He
knows the person who was poisoning me was my brother?

“1 know, baby. | knew a couple hours after you told me,” Matthias explains as he
starts to walk. “We're going to talk to the manager really quickly before we go home
and just relax and rest.”

For once, I'm thankful we are staying at the compound.

Somewhere | didn’'t think | would ever be grateful for.

After seeing my brother again, it brings me some type of peace knowing that | will be
safein there.

Nothing is going to happen to me there. | can’t wait to get back.

Just being in Matthias' arms brings me comfort and security.

“Just relax while | deal with things and then we'll go home.” He places a hand on my
neck, keeping mein place.

And | dojust that.
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A nger courses through me as | walk to the manager’s office with Adalisa in my
arms. How did her brother find her here? | had Rolo ook into her history to seeif her
brother would be able to find her easily. He said she was careful in alot of things that
she did and moved to New Y ork awhile ago.

So how did he find her?

| hold her tighter, wanting to make sure she knows she is safe but also needing to
know she is in my arms and not going anywhere. | am not going to let Gerard do
anything to Adalisa. He will never get close to her again, no matter what.

“John.” | nod as | walk into his office.
“Matthias, what can | do for you? Could Nala not find something? We probably have

it in the back. We can order it if we don’'t have it,” John rushes out the words as he
stands.

“Relax, John. Nala was able to find everything she needed earlier this week,” | reply.
| keep my hand on the back of Adalisa’s neck, wanting to bring her alittle comfort as

| talk.

“What can | do for you then? Is everything al right?” John exhales deeply and sits
behind his desk.

“1 need copies of the security tapes for today and yesterday. All of your cameras,” |



state. “Y ou can send them to Rolo now.”

Of course. May | ask why? Should | be keeping my eye out for anyone?’ John asks.

| run my hand up and down Adalisa’s back as she starts to shake. | need to get her
home and out of prying eyes before she breaks down.

“We'll give you a picture when we have one,” | reply. “Send it to Rolo. Everything
from yesterday and today.”

| don’t wait for hisreply as | walk out of his office, through the store, and out to my
car. My eyes scan the parking lot, but no one sticks out.

“We're going home,” | gently explain, trying to get her into her seat but she won't let
go. “Baby, | need you to let go of me so | can drive home.”

She shakes her head and holds me tighter.

“1 know you don’t want to, but you need to. When | get in the car, we can hold hands,
but | need to get to the driver’s seat so | can get us back to the compound,” | instruct
her.

| don’t want to be out here longer than we have to. We are sitting ducks, waiting for
someone to sneak up on us and do something bad. But | won't let that happen on my

watch.

“Addy,” | whisper. “You're okay. | need you to let go of me so | can get us
somewhere safe.”

Adalisa pulls away from me, her eyes wide as she stares at me. “Not safe?’



“1 don’'t want to scare you, but we need to go to the compound. We'll be safer there,”
| calmly tell her, not wanting to worry her more than sheis.

| can still see the terror on her face when she turned to talk to me, but instead, she
saw her brother. The way her face went pale, and she started to shake. | never want to
see that ook in her eyes again.

Adalisa finally lets go of me, and | quickly buckle her in and shut the door, making
my way over to the driver’'s side and getting in. | grab her hand and pull out of the

parking lot, heading straight toward the compound.

“Everything is going to be all right,” | tell her. “I am going to take care of everything
and make sure you are safe. Nothing bad is going to happen to you.”

They will have to come through me before they get to her. She istoo precious and has
gone through too much already. I’'m not going to allow her brother to ruin it again.

“How did he find me?’ she whispers. “How did he get out of prison?’

“On good behavior,” | reply. “He showed them that he had changed and wasn’t going
to go after you.”

“But he found me.”

| sigh. “I know, baby, but nothing is going to happen. | am going to keep you safe.
Everything isgoing to be all right.”

Silencefillsthe car as | pull up to the gate, not rolling down my window to talk to the
guard. There’ s no time. | want her safely behind these walls.

“How did he find me?’ she asks. “| paid for everything in cash when | moved here.”



I’m glad she knew enough about the situation not to leave a trail. Not that it matters
now. He still found her. She said she paid in cash, but she could have withdrawn
some cash and he was able to find it.

“1 don’t know, but | am going to find out. I’'m going to take care of him,” | promise
her after | turn off the car.

Once | know Adalisa won't leave me, | am going to teach her everything so she
knows what to do in asituation like this again. Not that she'll bein oneif | have it my
way. No, | am going to keep Adalisa safe for the rest of our lives.

“We'll figure this out,” | gently tell her. “No one is going to get you in here. There
are too many guards and a state-of-the-art security system to catch him if hetries.”

What she doesn’t know is that | messaged Ethan to let him know. They are coming
home a little earlier than planned. It isn’t ideal, but something that needed to happen.
She'll get to see her friend, and Ethan and | will be able to hunt down Adalisa’s
brother.

“1 just don’t know how he found me or why he wants to find me now,” she mumbles,
looking so lost. “I haven't seen him since | was redlly little, and he tried to kill me.
I’m grown up now, and he doesn’t need to take care of me anymore. So why is he
coming after me?’

Adalisa has tears in her eyes, and it breaks my heart. | cup her face with my hands,
running my thumb across her cheek every once in a while. “I don’t know why he's
after you, but Ethan and | will find out, and we'll take care of him. Everything is will
work out..”

She leans her face into my right hand, closing her eyes as she takes a deep breath.



Maybe... maybe thisis exactly what we needed.

Maybe this is exactly what Adalisa needed to see that | am made for her and will do
anything to keep her safe.

While | don't like that her brother has come back for her, maybe in the long run, this
will give her the push she needsto stay with me.

“Adalisa,” | whisper her name. * Everything is going to be all right. I am going to take
care of everything and make sure nothing happens to you. Y ou are going to be safe.”

She blinks open and looks at me, exhaustion weighing on her face.

“Let’sget you into bed,” | gently say.

“It'sonly threein the afternoon,” she mumbles.

“And you need some place to just lie down and decompress. A lot has happened, and
it's okay to want to be somewhere quiet to come to terms with everything,” | tell her.

“Don’'t leave me,” she begs. “I don’t want to be alone.”

“Shhhh, I’'m not going to leave you. Never.”
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ADALISA
| don’t know how many hours Matthias and | have been lying here. am | going to do?
“You're thinking too hard.” Matthias runs his hand through my hair.

| snuggle into his chest and let my body relax. Maybe then I'll convince him |'ve
stopped thinking. It's hard to just stop. | can’t turn off my brain and not think about
my brother being after me once again.

| can’'t just not think about it. It doesn’t work like that.

“l never thought | was going to see him again,” | whisper. “I had fully prepared
myself to never see him again, and to hear that he got out of prison, and | wasn’t even
notified. | don’t know how to feel about that.”

Matthias continues to stroke my hair, calming me down little. If this was any other
time, | would be half-asleep on his chest, begging him to continue even after | was
asleep. Maybe later he'll do thisagain if | ask... or beg.

“When | went to his sentencing, they told me he was going to be in prison for the rest
of hislife. That he would never get out. Then to hear that he has? It makes me sick to
my stomach,” | mumble, wrapping one arm around my stomach as | adjust my head
on his chest. “It shouldn’t happen. He shouldn’t be out.”

Tears pool in my eyes, and | blink several times, wanting to get rid of them. | don’t
want to cry. It needsto go away so | can try to move on and live my life.



“I need to leave.” | push off Matthias' chest. “I need to leave and hide. | don’t want to
be near him. If | leave, then he won't be able to find me.”

Matthias sits up and shakes his head. “You are not leaving. He will follow you until
you are too tired to continue to hide. Then he will catch you and harm you. | won't
have you getting hurt. You are going to be a good girl and follow everything that |
say to do. You will be safe then.”

| open my mouth to say something when he places his finger across my lips.

“No. | will not hear an argument because we are not discussing it. You are going to
stay here where you are safe while | find him and make him wish he had never gotten
out of prison.” Matthias pins me with a look. “Y ou aren’t going to argue. If you do,
you will end up over my knee or in time-out.”

My mouth hangs open as | stare at him. “You can’'t be serious.”

“I'm dead serious. | don't mess around when it comes to your safety. You are
important to me, and I’m not going to let you go. Not now and not ever.” He gets off
the bed and stands to his full height. “Now come on. We need to get food inside you.”

| tentatively take his hand, not feeling up for eating but knowing I need to. He will
make me since he knows | haven’t eaten anything all day. But the thought of food
makes my stomach cramp with aforce, and | double over and take a deep breath.

“Adalisa?’ Matthias' panicked voice fills the room. “What's wrong? Tell Daddy
what’ swrong.”

| clench my eyes shut, not wanting to look him in the eyes. He is going to think I'm
silly for my stomach cramping with the thought of eating food.



“Addy, answer me right now. | need you to tell me what to do.” He kneelsin front of
me so his face is below mine.

“Shh, you're okay,” he whispers. “1’ve got you. Just tell Daddy what’s wrong so | can
make it better.”

Tearsformin my eyesas | look at him. Genuine concern is written across his face as
he stares into my eyes.

“Come on, Little one. Tell Daddy what’s wrong. I’'m here,” he coos a me. “I’m not
going anywhere. Y ou can tell me anything.”

| shake my head and stand, my stomach still protesting as | look at him. | rest my arm
on my stomach, trying to calm it down, but nothing is working.

“Oh, Little one,” he whispers. “Come on. Let me carry you to the kitchen.”
Matthias picks me up before | can say or do anything. | wrap my arms around him
and lay my head on his shoulder. Just this once, | won't fight him. Until | have the

energy to do things for myself.

“I’ve got you,” he whispers as he starts to walk. “1I’ve got you and nothing is going to
happen.”

“Is everything okay?’ Nala asks.

“She just had arough time at the store,” Matthias gently replies. “Have the groceries
arrived?’

“Yes, they just arrived, and | was about to put them away.”



“No need to.” Matthias sets me on the counter but still holds me. “I’ll put them away.
| need to make something for Adalisato eat.”

“Let me know if | can do anything.” Nala' s voice gets further away.

Matthias pulls back so | can see his face. “You are going to sit here and watch me
cook. | know thisisn’'t the same as you doing it, but | wouldn’t let anything happen to
your food.”

| don't know if | am going to be able to eat food | even make, not that | have the
energy for that at the moment.

“1 know you don'’t feel like eating, but I’'m going to make something light so you can
eat some of it.” Matthias kisses my forehead. “Let me take care of you. You'll be
watching the food the whole time.”

| should insist on me making it, but one gentle hand placement on my knee has me
looking at Matthias.

“Everything is going to be okay. We're going to take this lowly. You just sit there
and relax while | cook.” He sounds so caring and gentle.

He knows | need it, so he is giving it to me. What did | do to deserve something like
this? Nothing. | have done nothing.

“I’m going to make a simple chicken noodle soup,” Matthias continues to talk to me.
“1 had Diego go to the store and stock up on a lot of things so we could make a
variety. Sadly, this won't have much protein in it since | figured you wouldn't like
him buying a precooked chicken.”

| nod in agreement. Every single time | walk by them | love to smell and look, but the



thought of someone else handling the food makes it impossible for me to eat.
Granted, everything is handled by other people, but | try not to think about it too
much.

“We are going to get this water boiling, then put the pasta and some seasoning in it,
and then I'll feed it to you,” Matthias says as he starts to prepare the soup.

| watch him carefully, wanting to make sure he doesn’'t do or add anything that |
don’t know about. But he doesn't try to hide anything. He explains everything he is

doing and what the ingredients are, like he knows it’ s going to calm me down.

“All done!” He dishes some out in a bowl and places a couple of ice cubes in it.
“We'll give this some time to cool off, and then I'll feed you.”

“You don't haveto,” | mumble, feeling all shy.

| absolutely loved it when he fed me the other day, and | wan more of it.

“1 won’'t have any of that.” He boops my nose. “1 will be feeding you, and you will do
asyou aretold.”

| nod, not having much fight in me. Not that | want him to stop.

“Such agood girl. Do you want to sit in the dining room or right here?’ he asks.

| think about it for a second. If we go sit in the dining room, anyone walking by will
be able to see us, but if we stay in the kitchen, no one will unless they walk in here. |

look at Matthias, wanting to stay in here, but what if he wantsto sit down?

“How about we stay in here. You look really comfortable,” he offers, like he knows
what | really want.



| relax against the counter, taking a deep breath as | wait for Matthias. True to his
word, he tests the soup against his lips before bringing it up to my mouth.

“The temperature is just perfect for you,” he tells me.

| close my eyes as | swallow, prepared for my body to fight me on this. | didn’t cook
this. | didn’t buy any of the ingredients. But my body doesn’t do anything, surprising
me.

“Good girl,” hewhispers, and | look at him. “Such a good girl for Daddy.”

| am a good girl for Daddy. Taking another bite, | relax onto the counter, leaning my
head against the cabinet. Matthias continues to feed me until all of the soup is gone
from the bowl. Matthias quickly places everything in the sink before turning to me.

“Come on, let's get you in bed so you can rest while Rolo figures out where your
brother is” Matthias pulls me into his arms and starts walking. “He'll work
everything out, and then I’ [l take care of your brother. Y ou don’t have to worry about
anything else.”

But | can’t help but worry. | am going to because Gerard found me, and | don’t know
how. | made sure not to live in the limelight, not that | would like that. When | moved
to New York City, | for paid everything in cash.

| must have done something wrong.

“You're okay,” he whispersinto my ear. “I’ve got you. Nothing is going to happen.”

Matthias keeps reassuring me like he knows something is going to happen and wants
to convince me that. Should | be worried?



“Adalisa?’ avoice | recognize shouts out.

My head shoots up, looking in the direction of the door, and my eyes go wide.

“Margery?”’
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ADALISA

“ | can’'t believe you are here,” | whisper as | wrap my arms around her. “1 thought
you were dead or had disappeared. | looked around the city, trying to figure out
where you were.”

“She landed herself in the asylum looking for her.” Matthias shakes his head, and |
pull away from Margery, keeping close in case | need to do something to get us away
from them.

“Only because | told her about it. | wanted to know whether she was in there or not,”
| point out as Ethan looks at me strangely.

“1 didn’t know you were seeing Matthias. How long have you been keeping this from
me? |s he who you met at the speed dating thing?’ Margery asks, grabbing hold of

my hand.

“Yes, he is. | didn't know who he was or how dangerous, but he captured my
attention, and | couldn’t get away.” | keep my fib from weeks ago going.

Guilt fillsme up as | look at Margery, and she cracks a smile. “You can stop lying,”
she chuckles. “I knew you were lying the first time. You going to a speed dating
event? Y ou would never.”

| look at her, shocked. “Y ou knew the whole time?”

She nods.



“It wasn't hard to figure out you were lying, but | knew what you were going to do
was something you’ ve probably thought about a lot. | knew you would be safe, so |
didn’t say too much. But I’m glad you met him.” Margery gives my hand a squeeze.

“More like he stalked and found me.” | roll my eyes as | look at Matthias. “He came
to the store several timesin disguises.”

| still can’t believe he did that. Did he not think that | wouldn’t go out with him if he
asked? | would have said yes in a heartbeat.

“1 don’'t know Matthias that well, but that tracks,” Margery chuckles.

| fidget in my spot as Ethan continues to look at me. Does he not want me here? That
isn't going to fly with me. | will see Margery whenever | want to, and he can’'t keep
me away from her.

“1 heard you have found some trouble.” Ethan raises an eyebrow.

| nod. “My brother. Should be in prison, but he’s out and in New Y ork.”

“And you want Matthias to take care of him?’ Ethan inquires.

| look at Matthias. Do | want him to take care of it? Yes, but at the same time, he is
blood related to me. | know what he did was bad, but there is still some small piece
that makes me want to work on it and see if we could have a normal relationship. But

| know that isn’t likely.

“1 will be taking care of everything,” Matthias says before | can answer. “| aready
have Rolo onit. Once | have alocation, I’'m going in.”

And part of meis happy he's going to be kill him. Gerard deserves to die after almost



killing me. If | could do it, | would but I know | wouldn’t be able to.

“Good. You guys can movein hereif you want,” Ethan offers.

| open my mouth to say something when Matthias wraps his arm around my waist
and pulls me close to him.

“We'll think about it,” Matthias replies. “ Thank you for the offer.”

“How about we eat?’ Margery pipes up. “I’m starving.”

“We just ate and were about to head to bed. Both of us have had a long day,”
Matthias once again answers before | can.

| glare at him. “I am perfectly fine. Yes, we did have a an eventful day, but
everything isfine. | can stay up and hang out with them.”

Matthias pulls me away from Margery and shakes his head. “No. We are going to go
to bed. Y ou need the sleep..”

Margery holds her hand up and stares at me.

“Yes?' | ask.

“Is this the man you were talking about on the phone?’ she asks. “The one who
comes into your apartment at night, and you know?’ She wiggles her eyebrows.

My face heats up as | feel Ethan and Matthias staring at me. | completely forgot about
the conversation | had with Margery about that. How | told her | was seeing someone
who would come into my apartment and have sex with me. Though it was only once
and very hot.



“You talked about me?’ Matthias kisses the side of my head. | can hear the smirk in
hisvoice, and | don’t dare look at him.

“Just briefly. | talked about how awful you were in bed and how | didn't know
someone could be that bad.” | look at Margery, trying to keep eye contact with her so
| don’t giggle.

“I"ll show you how bad | can bein bed,” Matthias whispersin my ear.

| shiver, arousal flooding me. | can’t wait until he shows me later on.

“Okay, don't do that in front of me.” Margery fake gags. “I don't need to see what
my best friend isup to. Stop. No. | can’t take it any longer.”

| chuckle and pull away from Matthias. “We aren’t doing anything.”
“Yet.” She points a finger a me. “You guys aren't doing anything yet. But give it a
couple more seconds... | do not want to see that. No matter how much | love you,

there are just some things that need to stay private... at least for me.”

| crack a smile at her. “Right back at you. Well, you guys weren't doing anything,
either.”

Margery playfully glares at me. “We like to keep it in the bedroom where no one else
can see. Ethan is alittle possessive when it comes to me.

“Just alittle?’” Matthias chuckles. “More like a caveman.”

Ethan glares at Matthias.

“We are going to go to bed. She needs her rest, and we have a full day tomorrow,”



Matthias says before anyone el se can say anything.

“But—"

Matthias picks me up and starts walking out of the living room.

“I’ll see you tomorrow!” Margery yells.

| wave right before Matthias turns a corner. “That was mean,” | mumble. “I haven't
seen her in weeks, and | wanted to talk to her. Maybe you could have taken Ethan

with you so he would stop glaring at me.”

“He wasn't glaring at you,” Matthias huffs. “He was just assessing whether you are
going to make it in thislifestyle or not.”

| look at Matthias like he's grown two heads. “Who is he to judge if | can make it or
not? I’'ll show him,” I grumble.

How dare Ethan assess if | can make it or not when he doesn’t even know me? | can
and will livein their world.

“I'm sure you'll prove him wrong,” Matthias gently assures me. “You like to do
that.”

“You bet | do.” | cross my arms when he sets me down on the bed.

Standing up, | walk over to the bathroom and start to get ready for bed quickly so |
can relax.

Oh, that sounds so good. Getting under the soft covers, getting warm and
comfortable.



| look at my toiletry bag to see the silver bracelet Matthias gave me to show that |
was consenting.

Slipping it on, | look in the mirror and stare at myself.

So much has changed since | first met him. A lot has changed since | moved to New
York, and not al of it is bad.

When I'm ready, | make my way to the bed and pull my shirt off, leaving my sports
bra and shorts on.

| want to sleep naked, but | don’t want to do so next to Matthias.

I’ ve done it before, but we had sex before, and it was completely different.

So much stuff has happened since then, and | don’t know if | will be comfortable.
“Stop thinking and come into bed.” Matthias pats the sheets right next to him.

| crawl into bed, snuggling next to him and placing my head on his chest. | could get
used to this. Having his strong arms wrapped around me, holding me close the whole

night. It feels like heaven and makes me feel so safe.

“I’m proud of you today.” Matthias kisses the top of my head. “You have done so
much. Y ou should be proud of yourself aswell.”

“Why?" | ask.

| freaked out in the grocery store. | felt like I was drowning after | saw my brother.
How is that anything to be proud of?



“You ate food you didn’t make or buy,” Matthias points out. “I’m so proud of you for
trusting me.”

It dawns on methat | did eat the food Matthias prepared.

“1 did do that,” | whisper.

“1 know it took alot to trust me, but I’'m so glad you did.” He holds me closer. “I will
never take your trust for granted.”

Matthias starts playing with my bracelet, and I’'m thankful | can’'t see his face right
now. Mineisbright red as| stare at my wrist. Am | really doing this?

Yes, | am.

| shouldn’t, with everything that has happened, but | want to. | can’t keep denying the
attraction | have. There are a lot of red flags with Matthias, but | can be color blind
for him. Some people might call me crazy, but | don’t care. | think | might love him.

| suck in a breath. | love Matthias. | want to spend the rest of my life with him, no
matter how crazy lifeis going to get. | want to do it with him.

I’ ve never felt like this with anyone before, and | don’t want to let it go. | don’t want
to miss the opportunity and compare everyone to him. No one is going to come close
to how he makes me fedl.

| trace my finger against his stomach as he continues to play with my bracelet. Is he
thinking about the same thing | am? | want to rip off his boxers right now and have
my way with him, but | want to be woken up with pleasure. Pleasure | crave from
him.



“What are you thinking about?’ he asks, pulling me out of my thoughts.

“Us,” | reply honestly.

“What about us?”

Am | ready to give him the truth that | want to stay with him for the rest of my life?
That I'm okay with what he does for aliving?

“How good we look together, Daddy.” | look at him.

A smile spreads across his face, and it takes my breath away.

“Do that more often,” | mumble, tracing hisface. “I love it when you smile.”

“Only for you.”
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| look down at Adalisa, taking in her sleeping form, all cuddled up against me.
“Precious,” | whisper, running my hand through her hair. “ Absolutely precious.”
Hearing her call me Daddy before she went to sleep was the highlight of my day. |
was getting alittle worried that she was never going to call me Daddy, but she proved
me wrong again.

What did | do to deserve someone like her in my life?

Nothing.

Pushing myself up carefully, | pull back the covers and stop when Adalisa starts
murmuring in her sleep, turning to lie on her back.

Her arm moves around the spot | wasjust in, and | can’t help but smile.

She's looking for me. Lifting my pillow, | place it under her arm and watch as she
pullsit to her chest and falls right back asleep.

“Fucking precious,” | mumble before | look down at her shorts-covered bottom.
Right. The first step is to take those off. | carefully loop my fingers around

elasticthem, making sure to also grab her panties. Slowly shimmying it down her
legs, | stop severa times as she moves, not wanting her to fully wake up yet.



“Good girl,” | praise her, even though | know sheisn’'t awake. “My good girl.”

| throw her underwear and shorts somewhere on the ground and gently move her legs
apart. Groaning, | take her bare pussy in. | want to play with her, get her all worked
up and begging for my cock, but one look and | can’'t wait.

| need to bein her.

Grabbing some lube from the table next to the bed, | squirt some on my cock, rubbing
it up and down. Shit. Lining myself up at her entrance, | slowly push myself in,
closing my eyesas| feel her tight cunt around me.

“Fuck,” | whisper.

It doesn’t take me long to fill her. Adalisa's mouth opens a little, her chest pushed
out, but she's still asleep. Perfect. Grabbing her hips, | slowly pull out before pushing

right back in, letting the pleasure course through us both.

Adalisa moans, moving dlightly, but | don’t stop. | continue to slowly thrust in and
out of her as my thumb moves to her clit.

“Matthias,” she mumbles.

Smiling, | rub my thumb in a circular motion as | fuck her, slowly waking her up as
the pleasure takes over. Her eyes flutter open, and she looks at me.

“Matthias,” she moans, her chest arching as she grips the sheets. “Please.”

| pick up the pace, letting pleasure take over. Adalisa clenches around me, making me
throw my head back as | let out a growl.



“Shit.” | take a deep breath. “I’m like a fucking teenager.”

“Please, Matthias,” she begs. “Please, Daddy.”

My eyes lock onto hers as | lose control, thrusting into her with more passion, more
force.

“Come, Adalisa, come for Daddy,” | grunt, trying to hold myself back.
Her eyesroll back as she clenches around me, letting pleasure take over as she comes
undone, | soon follow her. | slow my thrusts before pulling out and lie down right

next to her.

“You can wake me up like that more often,” she mumbles, wrapping her arm around
my chest.
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“ A reyou surethisisokay?’ | ask Margery as we walk around the compound.
My brother is still out there, and he obviously wants to come after me.

Why else would he have been in the middle of a grocery store, staring at me?
He wantsto finish what he started all those years ago.

| can feel it in my gut... it might also be indigestion, but | think he is here to finish
what he started.

“1 do this every single day, and nothing has ever happened. It’s going to be perfectly
fine.”Margery waves her hand in the air. “And besides, there are guards watching to
make sure everything is okay. We are completely safe.”

But | can't help but have this feeling in my stomach, telling me everything isn’t going
to be okay.

“Why didn’t you ever tell me about your brother? You told me you were an only
child.” Margery looks at me.

| sigh. “I wanted to, but | was trying to forget about him. It isn't easy remembering
everything he did to me,” | mumble. “I wanted to, but there would have been alot of
questions, and | wasn’t ready to talk about it.”



“That’s why you never came over to the house for ameal,” she realizes.

| nod. “Exactly. | didn't want to say | couldn't eat it because | bet you cook
wonderfully. | didn’t want to have to explain, and you look at me like I’m crazy.”

“1 would have never.” Margery stops walking to look at me.

| raise an eyebrow. “Are you sure about that?’

She takes several seconds to think about it. If Margery told me she couldn’t eat food
she didn’t prepare, | would think she was crazy. | thought she was crazy for thinking
she saw Ethan.

“Okay, | would have totally thought you were crazy,” she giggles.

We continue to walk, taking in the fresh air surrounding us. There aren’t many places
in New York City that have land around the property, but I’m grateful for this space.
We can hear people walking and talking on the other side of the wall, but besides
that, it's peaceful.

“If | could live here, | would,” | tell Margery. “So quiet, yet you can hear the hustle
of the city.”

“That’s what | told Ethan when he first showed me this place. This wasn't where we
were supposed to live, but he saw how much | loved it and decided this was ours.”
Margery looks around.

We walk in silence for several minutes, just enjoying each other’s company while
being outside. Soon, I'm going to have to go back to work and won't be able to do
this as much. Maybe | can convince my boss to get another manager so | can work
fewer hours. That is, if Matthiasis okay with that.



“I'm so glad you're safe,” | tell Margery. “I'm sorry | didn’t believe you at the
beginning.”

“It's okay, | didn't believe myself either. Not until he showed up and took me,” she
chuckles. “1 wouldn’'t have believed myself if | were you, so don’t feel bad at all. |

understand completely and don’t blame you for anything.”

| take a deep breath and let it out. | didn’t think | would be able to apologize properly,
but I’'m glad sheis okay.

“Is he the same as you remember him?’ | ask. “Everything you talked about with
him, seeing him for the first time, | didn’t think that was him.”

“He' salittle different, but he'sthe sasme man | fell in love with.

He' sthe same man | love with all my heart,” she replies, clasping her hands together.

“1t was rough with how he came back into my life, but I’'m glad he did.

| knew | would never be able to find love like | had with him again.

I’'m glad | don’t have to settle or be single for the rest of my life. ”

“I’'m glad. You look really happy.”

To our right, | see a guard looking around the compound, and | feel myself relax a
little more. | am safe here. No one can get to me or take me away.

“Want to head back? I’m starving.” Margery pats her stomach.

“When are you not?’ | laugh. “But yeah, let's go back.”



It doesn’'t take us long to get back to the house. Margery walks toward the kitchen, a
smile on her face.

“Nalal” Margery yells.

| rush after Margery only to find my brother in the kitchen. Nalaisin his grip with a
knife pointing to her neck.

“You don't need to do this,” | tell him, terror rushing through me as | stare at them.
“Let Nalago, and I'll come with you.”

| don’t know Nala that well, but she has been nothing but kind to me. She has let me
and Matthias cook in her kitchen. She doesn’t let anyone else cook in. She has a
specia place in my heart, and if anything happens to her, | don't know what I'm
going to do with myself.

“Ava,” he says, keeping hold of Nala. “Or would you like me to call you Adalisa
instead?’

| suck in a breath. Out of the corner of my eye, | spot Margery look at me.

“1 haven’t gone by Avasince you were sent to prison,” | tell him. “Avais dead to me.
I’m Adalisa and have been for years.”

Even though | was young, | begged for my name to be changed. Was it a hard process
to finally convince them? Absolutely, but | needed it. | needed to feel like | was
starting over, especially after everything.

“Let Nalago, and I'll come with you. You can do anything to me as long as you let
her go and you don’t come back here.” | take a step closer.



How did he get past all the guards and over the fence? Where are Matthias and
Ethan?

“1 think I might stay here.” He twirlsthe knifein the air.

| breathe easier knowing it isn’t as close to Nala s neck.

“You don't need to. There is nothing here for you. It's all cheap and won't sell for
much. | don’t own this house,” | tell him and briefly look at Nala.

Her eyes are on me, and she shakes her head. Does she know that | will do anything
to get her away from him, even if it means dying? Nala looks over at Margery, but |
don’t follow her gaze. | can’t take my eyes off him for too long, not when he could do
anything with the knife.

“Who does it belong to?’ he asks.

“Ethan Montgomery,” | honestly say. “He owns this house.”

My brother scoffs and shakes his head. “Liar! You just don’'t want me to have the
house. You aren’t going to get your wish. I’'m taking this house now, and you are
going to stay here and do what | say. I'm going to watch the life drain from you
slowly as| finish what | started.”

My heart rate speeds up, and my palms are getting sweaty. None of that is going to
happen. Matthias is going to find me before Gerard can make me eat anything. | have
to believe he will come after me. But he doesn’'t even know anything iswrong. I’'m in
the house like he told me to be.

“It's true. Ethan is my husband,” Margery speaks up. “If you let us al go right now,
nothing will happen to you. Y ou can get away before anything happens.”



My brother places the knife back to Nala s neck, and | leap forward.

“Not another step!” he yells. “Y ou stay right where you are. If any of you move, your
friend is dead.”

| hold my hands in the air, letting him know I’'m not going to do anything. Calm.
Everyone needsto be calm.

“Matthias isn’'t going to be happy when he finds out you're being held captive,”
Margery says.

“Matthias?” My brother’s interest is piqued. “Matthias, as in the one who works for
Ethan?’

| nod. “Yes, he’'s my husband.”

Margery’s head turns to me, shock written all over her face. Right. | forgot to tell her
we are married.

“No, there is no way you are married to the Matthias. There is no way he lives here
with Ethan.” My brother shakes his head. “You are just trying to distract me so |
don’t do anything to you.”

| shake my head. “I’m really not. Matthias is my husband, and if he finds out you are
holding a gun against Nala and threatening me again, he isn’t going to be happy.”

| don't know where the confidence came from to say that. Maybe it's knowing
Matthias is going to take care of everything. He has to. He promised.

“Let me take her place. Y ou can have the knife pointed at my neck, so let Nala go,” |
try to reason with him.



“Adalisa,” Margery hisses, and | hold my hand up, silencing her.

“Come on, take me instead,” | urge him. “You won’'t get any satisfaction in killing
her. Y ou want me. She'll just be awaste. Take me instead.”

My brother eyes me for several seconds, and | take a step forward. He doesn’t say
anything, and | take that as a sign to take another.

“You can have me. You can have the knife to my neck until Matthias and Ethan
arrive. Or you can have it at my neck and take me away,” | tell him, giving him some
options.

| take one more step, getting within reaching range.

Before | can do anything, he lets go of Nala and grabs my arm, yanking me closer to
him and jabbing the knife against my neck.

| take a shaky breath in. Thisiswhat | wanted.

| wanted Nala out of harm’sway, but | thought Matthias would be here by now.

Save everything before the knife was touching my neck.

“Let her go, and Matthias won’'t do anything,” Margery suggests. “We can say it was
al a misunderstanding, that you thought it was someone else. We can come up with
an excuse he'll believe. But you need to let her go now.”

“No!” heysdlls. “Shut the fuck up!”

“Who are you telling to shut the fuck up? It better not be my wife,” Matthias booms.
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M y body relaxes as | hear his voice. Matthias is going to take care of everything.
He' s going to make sure all of us come out here alive.

“Who the fuck are you?’ my brother spits out. “Don’t you dare come closer or she

dies.”
Balling my fists, | clench them tightly as the blade touches my neck again. The cold

metal makes me shiver. Everything is going to be okay. Matthias and Ethan are going
to make sure everything is okay.

Matthias' eyes narrow on the blade, and part of me feels worried for my brother. He
has no idea what he has done. He should have believed us when we told him Matthias
and Ethan were coming. Now, heisn’'t going to make it out alive.

“Matthias,” hereplies. “And let me guess, you're Adalisa’' s brother?’

My brother's body stiffens behind me. So he has finally realized that Margery and |
weren't bluffing.

“Such a shame,” Matthias says, taking a step closer. “I was hoping to meet
somewhere that | could hear your screams, but no one would come looking for you.”

The knife presses into my neck, and | lock eyes with Matthias. What is he doing? Is
he trying to get me killed? One wrong move and my brother could kill me within
seconds.



“Don’t take another step!” my brother yells.

| wince, but | don't take my eyes off Matthias. If | am going to die, he's the last
person | want to have my eyes on. Did we get to spend a lot of time with each other
when | wasn't fighting him at every turn? No, but the little time we did was amazing
and | wish we could have had more.

“I loveyou,” | whisper for the first time.

“Adalisa,” Matthias growls.

“Shut up!” my brother screams, the knife digging into my neck.

Warmth liquid flows down my neck slowly, making tears well in my eyes. He's
pushed a knife into my neck. What's next?

“l don't want to die,” | barely get out. “I don’t want to die yet. I’'m not ready. I’ m just
starting my life.”

“You aren’'t going to die,” Matthias tells me, ignoring my brother.

“She is going to die. She should have died all those years ago. She should have died
when | first tried to kill her, but she just didn’t.

She had to go and get the neighbor to take her to the hospital.

She had to get on peopl€e’ s good side so they would take care of her.

" There is so much hatred in my brother's voice. “ Always trying to be so perfect and
make sure everyone loved you. That’s why you have to die.”



What did | do to deserve so much hate from Gerard? Growing up, | never thought he
hated me, not until he showed his true colors. How nave am | ?

“What did | do?’ | whisper, feeling lost. “Why do you hate me so much? Why were
you trying to kill me?’

Matthias takes a step away from us, and | look at him, confused. Why is he taking a
step away from us? But he doesn’'t look at me, he keeps his eyes trained on my
brother.

“You were born. You took our parents away from me, and then | was stuck taking
care of you,” he sneers. “1 wanted to give you to foster care, drop you off at a church,
but that would’ ve made me look bad. Everyone would have asked why. So | decided
to slowly kill you so no one would know.”

Tears pool in my eyes. All | ever wanted was a family who loved me, and hearing
Gerard tell me how much he hates me breaks my heart. | knew he tried to kill me
before.

He hasn’'t changed.

| look at Margery. There is so much | want to say to her, so much | want to do with
her still.

We have our whole lives ahead of us. Tears glisten in her eyes as she looks at me.

She knows | don’'t have long left I’ m dead.

| just hope when | go that she isn’t watching. | don’t want my death to haunt her.

“But you didn't die, so when | went off to prison, | made sure | was on my best



behavior, helping everyone who needed it and being a role model so | could have the
possibility of parole.

When they let me out, | knew | needed to do was kill you.

It was always the end game.” He releases some of the pressure on the knife.
“Thistime, you aren’'t going to live. | won't allow it. ”

| look over at Matthias, wanting to see him one last time, but | don't see him
anywhere. Ethan stands in his place, a wicked smile across his face as he looks at my
brother.

“Think again,” someone whispers, their voice void of any emotion.

| close my eyes as the knife dlides across my throat. My hand flies to my neck,
holding on as | crumpling to the ground. All | can hear is groaning and rustling, but |
don’t pay any attention to it.

“Keep the pressure on it,” Ethan says from my side. “It’s going to be okay.”

Tearsfill my eyesas| look at him. | open my mouth, but he shakes his head.

“No, no talking. | want you to keep pressure and remain cam. Brad, the doctor, is
coming to check on you. He'll be here any minute now. | want you to just take nice,
easy breaths until then.” His voice is gentle but firm, letting me know | have no room
for argument.

| can feel the blood pooling beneath my hand, making my eyes go wide.

“Shh, you're okay. There is some blood, but not alot. You're not dying,” Ethan says,



scooting back alittle.

“Adalisa.” Matthias comes into view, blood splattered all over his face, his hands
coated in the red coppery-smelling liquid.

He killed Gerard.

“You're safe,” he whispers. “Everything is okay. Brad is amost here to look you
over. He can’'t hurt you anymore.”

Tears run down my face, my shoulders sagging with relief. My brother can’'t hurt me
anymore.

“1 know, baby. After Brad looks over you, you can break down, but | need you to be
stronger for just a little while. Can you do that for me?’ he asks. “Can you be my
brave girl for alittle while longer?’

Nodding, | keep my eyes on him as we wait for Brad.

“You should be al good to go. You have seven stitches in your neck, so | don’t want
you to do anything strenuous for awhile.” Brad starts to clean up his mess. “I want to
see you in a week to see how it’'s looking. Depending on how it’'s healing, we may
take the stitches out.”

“Thank you for stopping by,” Matthias says and shakes his hand.

“Any time. And if you need anything, call me,” Brad says before he |eaves.

Matthias kneels in front of me and cups my face with his hands. “You're going to be
perfectly fine.”



“I know,” | whisper, tears of relief filling my eyes.

“Tell meagain.” Matthias runs his thumb across my cheek.

| furrow my eyebrows. “Tell you again?’ What is he talking about?

“Tell meyou love me again,” he demands.

A smile breaks out across my face.

“I loveyou,” | whisper.

“Again,” he commands.

“l love you, Matthias.”

He smiles. “Again,” he says gently.

| chuckle and raise an eyebrow. “Are you going to tell me you love me?’

“I love you, Adalisa. | have since the first time | saw you.” He kisses my lips. “Now,
tell me again.”

“1 loveyou.”
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“ W hat do you think about living here?’ Matthias asks.

| suck in a breath, my body freezing. Does Matthias want to stay here? How am |
going to tell him? Maybe he won’t notice how much I’ m struggling.

| look at the house in front of us. After my brother somehow got past the guards,
nothing has been the same.

Ethan has been trying to figure out who let him in.

It hasn’'t been easy on me. Sleep has been impossible, as has eating.

It'slike I’ ve been violated. The space | was getting comfortable in was violated.
“Honestly?’ | turn to him.

“Always.” He grabs my hand, giving it alittle squeeze.

| take a deep breath, closing my eyes for a second, and | center myself. If | could
change things, | would. If | could go back intime, | would. In a heartbeat.

“1 loved being here,” | honestly tell him.



“1 love being so close to Margery. | loved feeling safe here, but | don’t anymore.

Y ou’ ve noticed how I’ m sleeping and eating.

| don’t think I’m ever going to feel safe here again, not enough to live normally.

| don’t want to leave, but at the sametime, | can’t stay here.”

“Good thing we aren’t staying here, then,” he says.

My mouth falls open as | stare at him. “We aren’t?’

“No, we aren't. | saw how you were after | killed your brother. | don’t want you
around that. | want you to feel comfortable and safe. | want you living your best life
and not having to worry, so | bought us a house.”

“No,” | whisper, not believing him.

“Yes. Well, it was a four-story apartment building, but | figured we could have a
level for different things. One could be the bedroom, a massive one with maybe a

couple of smaller guest rooms. But it’s ours and we are going to move there.

" He smiles. “Our stuff is aready there. | had it moved this morning when we were

”

out.

“I don’t know what to say,” | whisper.

“Then don’t. You living with me for the rest of your life is enough.”

| lean into his embrace, kissing his lips quickly before snuggling into his chest. I'm
sad | won't be as close to Margery, but I'm excited to get out of here and feel safe

again.



“Thank you,” | whisper.

“Thank you .” He kisses my lips again.

We stare at each other for several seconds, letting time and silence pass by without a
care in the world.

Thisismy life now. Was it rocky in the beginning? Absolutely, but it’s so worth it.

“l knew you were going to give in,” his mother yells.

| chuckle and pull away. | haven’'t seen her since the first time | met her but
apparently 1 made an impression because she's asked Matthias about me severdl

times.

After the attack, | didn't want to see anyone. | just wanted to recover and be with
Matthias. That didn’t make many people happy, but Matthias took care of that all.

13 M |"S. _1’

“Don’'t you dare call me that. It's Mama to you or Mom. | won't have it any other
way. You are family now, and as family, that’s what you call me,” she scolds me.

Chuckling, | open my arms and hug her. “Mom, nice to see you.”

“Keeping me away after you got hurt. | should spank you, but | think Matthias has
that handled.” She winks at me, and | ook at her, horrified. “Now, come on. Let’s get
inside so we can eat.”

“Um.” | look over at Matthias for help.

“Mama, we can’'t.” Matthias steps closer to me.



“Nonsense. | won't have you losing weight. Not if you are going to have my
grandchildren at some point. | need to fatten you up.” She pats my shoulder. “Come
on. You can even help cook. The groceries just got delivered.”

It'snot that | don’t trust Mom, but | don’t think my body will be able to do it.

“How about | cook and you two can watch,” Matthias offers. “You trust me, right?’ |
nod. “Who bought the groceries?’

“Bellamy did. | gave him the list. You told me Adalisa likes pasta and chicken.
Everything is still in its packages,” she explains.

Matthias cups my face with his hands, pulling me clos. “1’ve got you. We're going to
go in there, we are both going to look at the packages, and then I’'m going to cook.
Then I’'m going to feed you bite by bite because you trust me and I’m not going to let

anything happen to you.”

| take a deep breath and nod. Matthias and | ook into each other's eyes for several
more seconds, him grounding me before we go into the house.

“Ready?’ Mom breaks the silence.

Matthias lets go of my face and takes my hand. “We're ready.”

| continueto look at him. “I love you.”

A smile breaks out across hisface. “1 love you, t00.”



